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PREFACE. 

At a period when the fame of Shakspeare is ** striding the woild 
Kke a colossus," and editions of his works are multiplied with a pio> 
fusion that testifies the desire awakened in all classes of society to 
read and study his imperishable compositions, — ^there needs, perhaps, 
but little apology for the following selections of iiis works, prepared 
expressly to render them unexceptionable for the use of Schools, 
and acceptable for Family reading. Apart from the (act, that 
Shakspeare is the ** well-spring " from which may be traced the ori- 
gin of the purest poetry in our language, — a long course of profes- 
sional experience has satisfied me that a necessi^ easts for the 
addition of a work like the present, to our stock of Educational 
Literature. His writings are peculiarly adapted for the purposes of 
elocutionary exercise, when the system of instruction pursued by the 
Teacher is based upon the true principle of the art, viz.— careful 
analysis of the structure and meaning of language, rather than a 
servile adherence to the arbitrary and mechanical rules of Elocution. 

To impress upon the mind of the pupil that words are the expo- 
sition of thought, and that in reading, or speaking, every shade of 
thought and feeling has its appropriate shade of modulated tone, 
ought to be the especial aim of every Teacher; and an author 
like Shakspeare, whose every line embodies a volume of meaning, 
should surely form one of our Elocutionary Text Books. I have 
invariably found that the attention of youthful pupils is more readily 
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awakened by the force and beauty of his language, than by that ot 
all other writers. Interest is uniformly excited in the student by 
the infinite variety of character that our great poet introduces into 
his creations, whilst the perceptive faculties of the reader bocomd 
quickened and roused into action by the wonderful power he ex- 
hibits in ^ making^ his persons act and speak by the influence of 
those general passions and princi{des by which all minds are agi« 
tated." The study of Elocution, under impressions so favorable, 
becomes an exercise truly intellectual, and the objectionable, but stiU 
necessary mechanism of the art. Is reduced to its proper subordinate 
and auxiliary podtion. 

That his entire works could not be introduced into schools is 
evident ; nor do the ** Selections,*' ** Beauties," and occasional 
*'£xtreets," found in our Class Readers, precisely meet the wants of 
H pupil. These are at best the ** bricks," — ^unsatisfactory sped- 
mens of the imperishable structure that the genius of our poet baa 
reared, for the admiration of every age and every dime. 

** The real power of Shakspeare is not shown only by particular 
passages, but much also by the progress of his fables and the tenor 
of his dialogue." Unconnected extracts will always fail to interest 
and impress the young to the same extent as a coherent story and 
an animated scene. 

Acting upon these convictions, I have endeavored to extract the 
essence, as it were, of sixteen of Shakspeare's most approved Dra- 
mas — ^preserving in each the mun story entire, by the aid of brief 
explanatory notes connecting the selections. The strictly poetical 
passages have been generally retained in preference to the comic 
pcnrtions, my limits compelling me to a choice between the two. 
Conceding the necessity of this almost imperative choice, I believe 
that the selections are those, to which the lovers of S^udcspeare 
; frequently and most satisfactorily recur. 

Of the liberties I hava been compelled to take with my authors 
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r scarcely know how to speak with becoming propriety. I profesf 
10 share the common veneration entertained for tlie pure nnmutilated 
text of Sbakspeare ; and can estimate at what it is worth that ultra 
fastidiousness, which denounces the great ^ Poet of Nature ** for 
having made his characters speak agreeably to the spirit of his cwn 
age. SliD, in preparing a selection of his works for the express pur- 
pose contemplated in my design, I have not hesitated to exercise a 
severe revision of his language, beycmd that adopted in any similar 
undertaking — ^ Bowdler's Family Shakspeare " not even excepted ;— 
•ind simply, because I practically know the impossibility of intro- 
ducing Shakspeare as a Class Book, or as a satisfactory Reading 
Book for Families, without this precautionary revision. 

To render the selections better adapted (or expresnve reading, 
I have also ventured to disencumber several passages of unneces* 
sary circumlocution, consulting standard authorities to aid me in this 
portion of my labors. 

r . I may be hdd amenable at the bar of criticism, for what may \m 
deemed by many a pro&nadon of Sfadupeare. 

In extenuation of my temerity, I may be permitted to say, that 
although the undertaking of such a wotk as the present, has be^i 
urged upon me by convictions, ]»actically enforced, of its necessity, 
[ hftve long been restrained from making the attempt from coo* 
scientious scruples as to its propriety. But ten— 

** Do % great ri£iu,*' 

I have done 

" A little wrong,** 

Shakspeare, in the original, is effectually excluded from our 
Schools; and modem refinement is fast banishhig him from the 
Home Reading Circle. To bring his profound moral and intelleo- 
tnal teachmgs to bear upon the early mental training of the young, 
and to extend bis genial influences around the Domestic Hearth. 



seemed to me justifiable attempts; expedient to be made at all 
hazards. 

I have therefore prepared these selections with such a carefully 
expurgated Text, that the Book may be introduced into our Schooln 
with perfect confidence, by the most fastidious Teacher; and with 
equal propriety it can be used for reading aloud in the most refined 
and pure-minded Family, or Social Circle. 

In justice to myself, I may be permitted to add, that I have 
avoided, as far as it was practicable with the nature of my design, 
the substitution of any language of my own for the pure text of 
Shakspeare. I have been compelled occasionally tr resort to the 
use of synonymes, but these have been adopted but sparingly. 
When difficulties beset me m the original, I have preferred, in mott 
cases, excision to aUeration, I may possibly have 

" Cat hegend tlit woaad, 

To nuJw Um ew tntfUU;** 

but there is high medical authority for believing that this is the 
most successful treatment in desperate cases. 

With this explanatory, and I may add, deprecatory pre&ce, 1 
submit the result of my humble, but very toilsome labors* to the 
test of public (^[nnion. 

KtwToaK, FBbrwvy 9BL, tm 
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Thb few incidents in Shakspeare's life are Burrounded with 
douU and fable ;' indeed, until lately, little could be said of his 
Biography, but that ** he was bom, lived, and died." The researches 
of Malone, and more recently those of Collier, ELnight, and Halliwell, 
have however thrown some light on the Poet's history, and from 
these authorities we are enabled to compile a brief memoir of his life 
sufficient for our present design, referring the youthful student to the 
more elaborate sources to which we are indebted. 

William Shakspeare was bom at Stratford-upon-Avon, in the 
county of Warwick, England, in April, 1664. He was baptized on 
the 26th of the month, and a tradition exists that he was bom on 
the 23d April, i)ie anniversary of St Greorge the tutelar Samt of Eng- 
land. His father, John Shakspeare, was a wod-comber, or glover, who 
had risen above his somewhat obscure position by marrying a rural 
heiress, Mary Arden, possessed of a small estate in Warwickshire. 
Shakspeare's fiither rose to be high bailiff and chief alderman of Strat* 
ford ; but became depressed in circumstances about the year 1678. 

William was tlie eldest of six surviving children, and after re- 
ceiving some education in the grammar school of his native town, 
he is said to have been brought home to assist in his father's business* 
There is an entire blank in his history for several years of his early 
life, but it may well be conjectured, that he was then treasuring up 
materials for those imperishable works which have rendered him the 
most eminent genius the world has ever produced. Some of his 
Inographers have endeavored to prove that a portion of this period 
was passed in a lawyer's office, from the familiaritv he exhibits in his 
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works, with technical legal phrase and illustrations. But similar 
evidence might be adduced to prove his preparation for the church, 
or for the medical professicn, for his works abound in the profoundest 
theological truths, and he appears to be equally well skilled in the 
elementary knowledge of medical science. 

The amount of Shakspeare's educational acquirements has been 
the subject of eager scrutiny and controversy. Ben Jonson, with 
whom he was on terms of intimate acquaintance, says, he had ^ little 
Latin and less Greek." This is admitting that he knew something 
of both languages. His choice of two classical subjects for his early 
poetry, Venus and Adonis^ and Lucrece, and the numerous allusions 
in his Plays to the mythobgy of the ancients, appear to warrant the 
conclusion that he wns, at least, deeply imbued with the spirit ani 
taste of classical literature. But, genius such as Shakspeare's did 
not derive its inspiration from mere classical learning. He was 
doubtless an irregular student, yet his native intellect and com- 
prehensive mind «:iabled him, by study and observation, and ** al- 
most by intuition, to treasure up stores of knowledge by which he 
subsequently distanced all the university-bied wits and authors of his 
times.*' 

On the 28th of November, 1682, Shakspeare was married to Anne 
Hathaway, the daughter of a '* substantial yeoman " of the village of 
Shottery, about a mile from Stj^ord, and in the year 1586, it is 
ascertained that he removed to London, and commenced the occupor- 
tionofaPlayer. 

Much conjectural speculation has been expended upon the pro- 
bable causes, which induced Shakspeare to adopt the profession of an 
tctor, but no authentic accounts can be traced to ascertain the pre- 
cise &cts* During the p^od of his Other's elevation to office, 
companies of players were frequently in the habit of performing at 
Stratford; among these players were several who weie Shakspeare's 
townsmen. An acquaintance with these persons may naturally havn 
been formed by the future Dramatist, and when circumstances in- 
duced him to quit Stratford, the intimacy with his old associates may 
have been resumed and his connection with the stage decided upon. 

Shakspeare soon rose to distinction in the theatre, for in the year 
1689 he became a shareholder in the Blackfiriars/Hieatre. In 1696 
00 VTas a proprietor, and m 1603 he was named seccmd in a new patent 
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g:nmted to the King's Players, by James I., on that monarch's accet* 
rion to the British throne. 

That the extraordinary powers of Shakspeare as a Dnmatio 
writer, was the cause of his rapid elevation in the theatre, is a fact 
almost beyond dispute, for his talents as an actor never appear to 
have risen beyond a respectable mediocrity. A contemporary antlior- 
ity (supposed to be Lord Southampton) says that he was ^ of good 
account in the company ;" and traditionary evidence assigns him tht 
character of the ** Ghost in Hamlet," and << Adam in As you like 
It,** as being among the chief parts he sustained in his own plays. 

With the noUes, the wits, and poets of lus day, he lived in fami- 
liar intercourse. Even royalty unbended to do Ixmor to the immortal 
Dramatist ; his Plays were Ihe favorite recreation of the haughty 
Elizabeth, and even the weak-minded James I. was not insensible 
to the genius of the great Poet. Ben Jonson, in a euAOgy on Shaks- 
peare, speaks of his Dramas, ''That so did take Eliza and our 
James ;" and other contemporary authorities confirm the fact of his 
popularity. 

It is likely that Shakspeare began his career as a Dramatic 
Author by altering and adapting Plays for the Stage, furnished by 
other Dramatists, and subsequently, as he felt his powers expand, he 
poured forth in rapid succession that series of sjdendid Dramas, which 
are the imperishable monuments of his genius. No distinct chrono- 
logical account can be given of these wonderful productions. It is 
however tolerably well established, that the whole of the thirty-seven 
Plays were produced before the year 1612, as it is supposed in that 
year he retired finally to his native town, where he had previously 
purchased an estate, called New Place, the principal house in Strat- 
ford. He had by this time acquired a handsome competency ; and, in 
the words of his biographer Rowe, ^ The latter part of his life was 
spent, as all men of good sense will wish theirs to be, in ease, retire- 
ment, and the conversation of his friends." 

Four years were passed by Shakspeare in this dignified retirement 
He died on the 23d April, 1616, having just completed his fifty- 
second year. His widow survived him seven years* His two 
daughters were both married at the time of his death, (his only son, 
Hanmet, had died in 1696,) but all these died without issue, and there 
now remauis no lineal representative of the Poet. He was interred 
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in the Church of Stratford-upon-Avon, where a monument to his 
memory still exists in good preservation, and a flat grave-stone In 
front of the monument indicates the Poet's grave. On the stone is 
inscrihed these lines, which tradition ascribes to be his own composi- 
tion. 

*' Good frend, for Imts take forbeara 
To digg tho dvit oaokMaed heam: 
Bleie bo ye man ft •pum thet stones. 
And ovist be he yt moves my bones." 

We close this brief and unsatisfactory memoir of the life of 
Shakspeare, by the following comprehensive summary of his charac* 
ter, by Hallam the Historian. 

** The name of Shakspeare is the greatest in our literature. No 
man ever came near to him in the creative powers of his mind ; no 
roan had ever such strength at once^ and such variety of imagint^ 
tfoo." 
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HAMLET, 

PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



SHA.KSPKARB IS supposed to have taken the Plot of this Play, fitm " the HhJtorj of 
Qamlet," as it is round narrated in Saxo Grammaticns, the Danish Ilistoiian. An Engltili 
translation of this particnlar story tras published doring tlie Poet's life, entitled " Hutorio 
of Hamblet, Prince of Denmark,*' and from thb version, it is conjectured that Shak- 
•peare drew the materials^ which have assisted him in this master-piece of tragio com- 
position. As this Play is the most finished and the roost popular of our Author's 
productions, we have incorporated into our sclerous nearly all the prominent scenes. 

We cannot better introduce the youthfui student into a just discrimination of tho 
leading characteristics of Hamlet, than by furnishing the following clear analysu from the 
pen of Goethe. He says — 

" It is clear to me that Shakspeare's intention was to exhibit th« effects of a grcut 
action imposed as a duty upon a mind too feeble for its accomplishment. 

*' In this sense, I find the character consistent throughout There is an oak planted in 
a china vase, proper only to receive the most delicate flowers ; the roots strike out, and 
the vessel flies to pieces. A pure, noble, highly moral disposition, but without that 
energy of soul which constitutes the hero, sinks under a load which it can neither support 
nor resolve to abandoa altogether. J3ll his obligations are sacred to him ; but this alone 
is above his powers. 

" An impossibility is required at his hands ; not an impossibility in itself, but that which 
b so to him. Observe how he shifts, turns, hesitates, advances, and recedes ; how he is 
continually reminded and reminding himself of his great commission, which he, nevertlie- 
febs, in the end, seems almost entirely to lose sight of; and this without ever recovering 
his former tranquillity." 
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Claudius, King of Denmark. 

Hamlet, son to the former, and nephew to the present King. 
. PoLONios, Lord Chamberlain. 
HoiKATio, friend to Hamlet. 
Laertes, son to Polonius. 
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ROSENCRANTZ, GUILDENSTERN, S 

OsRic, a Courtier. 
Another Courtier, 
A Priest. 

Francisco, a soldier. 

Retnaldo, servant to Polonius. 

A Captain. 

An Ambassador. 

Ghost of Kamlet'n father. 

Fortuibras, Prince of Norway. 

Gertrude, Queen of Denmats, and mother of Hamlet. 
Ofhelia, daughter of Polonius. 

lards, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Players, Grave-diggers, Sailors, Mtm 
sengers, and other Attendants. 

SCENE,— ELsmoRB. 



ACT I. 



SCENE L— Elsinore. A Platform before the Castle^ 
Frahcisco on his post. Enter to him Berrabdo. 

Ber. Who's there ? 

Fran. Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold 

Yourself. 

Ber. Long live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo ? 

Ber. He. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon your hocr. 

Ber. 'Tis now struck twelve ; get thee to bed, Francisco. 

Fran. For this relief, much thaSks : 'tis bitter cold. 
And I am sick at heart. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran. Not a mouse stirring. 

Ber. Well, good night. 
!f you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. I think I hear them — Stand, ho! Whoistliere? 

Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 

Fran. Give you good night. 

Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier : 

Who hath reliev'd you ? 
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Fraru Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good n»ght. » [Exit FRAHcisoa 

Mar, Holla, Bernardo ! 

Ber, Say. 

What, is Horatio there ? 

Hor, A piece of him. 

Ber, Welcome, Horatio ; welcome, good Marcellas. 

Hor, What, has this thing appear'd again to-nigfat ? 

Ber, I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says, 'tis but our fantasy ; 
And will not let belief take hold of him. 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us : 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That, :f again this apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes, and speak to it. 

Hor. Tush I tush ! 'twill not appear. 
^Ber. Sit down awhile } 

And let us once agam assail your ears, 
That are so fortifi^ against our story. 
What we.two nights have seen. 

Hor. Well, sit we down, 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of tliis. 

Ber. Last night of all, 
When yon «une star, that's westward from the pole,* 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it bums, Marcellus, and myself, 
The bell then beating one, — 

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes again ! 

Enter Ghost 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's dead. 

Mar, Thou art a scnolar, speak to it, Horatio. 

Ber, Looks it not like the king ? mark- it, Horatio. 

Hor, Most like : it harrows me with fear, and wonder. 

Ber, It would be spoke to. 

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 

Hor, What art thou, that usurp'st this time of night, 
Together with that fahr and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee, speak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See ! it stalks away. 

Hftr, Stay ; speak : speak J charge thee, speak. [ExU GhosI 

Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Ber, How now, Horatio ? you tremble, and look pale : 
fs not.this something more than fantasy ? 
Whatthii^youofit? 

Hor. I might not this beliovo. 
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Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king 7 

^ //or. As thou art to thyself: 
Such was the very annour he had on, 
When he the ambitious Norway comlxited ; 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He smote the sleddeid Polack on the ice. 
*Tis strange. 

Mar. Thus, twice before, and jump at this decii hour» 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Hor.^ In what particular thought to work, I know not ; 
But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion, 
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 
In the most high and ^my state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Junius fell. 
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 
As, stars with trains of fire shed dews of blood, 
Disaster's dimm'd the sun ; and the moist star. 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire standii, 
Was sick almost to doom&Hiay ^ith eclipse. 
And even the like precurse of fierce events,— 
As harbingers preceding still the fates. 
And prologue to4he omen coming on, — 
Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our climates and countrymen. — 

Re-enter Ghost 
But, soft ; behold ! lo, where it comes again ! 
I'll cross it, though it blast me. — Stay, iflusion! 
If thou hast any sound, or use of voice. 
Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done. 
That may to thee do ease, and grace to me 
Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate. 
Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 
O, speak ! 

Or, if tliou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure from the depths of earth, 
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death : 
Speak of it : — stay, and speak, [Exit Ghoit 

Mar. *Tis gone ! 
We do it wrong, being so majestical, 
To offer it the show of violence. 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock crew. 

Hor. And then it started like a ffuilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have neard, 
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The cock, that is the trumpet to" the morn, 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning, 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 
The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth hereur 
This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowuig of the cock. 
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviours birth is celebrated, 
This bird of dawmng singeth all night long : 
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike^ 
IVo fairy takes, nor witch hath power to harm, 
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Hor, So have I heard, and do in part believe it 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad. 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill : 
Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life. 
This spirit, dumb to us, vnil speak to him : 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar, Let's do't, I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most convenient [Exeunt, 

SCENE II.— TAe same, A Roam of Slate in the same. 

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, Lorcp, ind 
Attendants. 

King, Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe ; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature, 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state, 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, — 
. Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along : — ^For all, our thanks. 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you ? 
You told us of some suit ? What is't, Laertes f 

Laertes. My dread lord. 
Your leave and favor to return to France; 
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Prom whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done, 
^ My thoughts and wishes bend asain toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King, Have you your father's leave ? What says Pobninst 

Pol, He hath, my lord,— 
I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King, Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine, 
And thy best graces : spend it ut thy will. — 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,-^— 

Ham, A little more than kin, and less than kind. [/Isufe. 

King, How is it that the clouds still hang on you 1 

Ham, Not so, my lord, I am too much i' the sun. 

Queen. Grood Hamlet, cast thy nighted color off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father m the dust : 
Thou know'st, 'tis common ; all that live, must die. 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham, Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be. 

Why seems it so particular with thee ? 

Ham, Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not seema. 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black. 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath, 
JJo,. nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected 'havior of the visage. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief. 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed/ seem, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within, which passeth show* 
These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King, Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Hauil^t» 
To give .these mourning duties to your father : 
But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound. 
In filial obligation, for some temi 
To do obsequious sorrow : But to persever 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness ; 'tis unmanly grief: 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 
A heart unfortified, or mind impatient : 
An understanding simple and unschool'd : 
For what, we know, must be ; and is as common 
As any of the most vulgar thing to sense. 
Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 
Take it to heart ? Fye ! 'tis a fault to heaven. 
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We pray you, throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us 
- As of a father : for let the world take note, 
You are the most immediate to our throne ; 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen, Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet; 
I pray thee stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I shall in all my test obey you, madam. 

King, Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply ; * 

Be as ourself in Denmark. — ^Madam, come ; 
This gentle and imforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits smilinff to my heart : in grace whereof, 
No jocund nealth, that Denmark drinks to-day 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell ; 
Re-sp^Jcing earthly thunder. Come away. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, Lords, <f^., PoLONnm, and LiSBTBa . 

Ham; O, that this too too solid flesh would mdt, 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ! 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter ! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
Fye cm't ! O fye ! 'tis an unweeded garden, 
'fhat grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in nature. 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this ! 
But two months dead ! — ^nay, not so much, not two ; 
So excellent a kmg ; that was, to this, 
Hvperion to a Botyr : so loving to my mother, 
That he might not beteem tiie winds of heaven 
Visit ^er face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 
Must I remember ? And yet, within a month, — 
Let me not think on't ; — ^Frailty, thy n^me is woman !— • 
A little month ; or .ere those shoes were old. 
With which she follow'd my poor father's body, 
Like Niobe, all tears ; — ^why she, even she, — 
O neaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason. 
Would have moum'd longer, — married with my uncle, 
My father's brother ; but no more like my father, 
Than I to Hercules : 
It is not, nor it cannot come to, good ; 
But break, my heart ; for I must hold my tongue ! 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 

Hot. Hail to your lordship ! 

Ham, I am glad to see you well 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 
Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever. 
Ham, Sir, my good friend ; ru change that name with you. 
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And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? — 
Marcellus ? 

Mar. My good lord.— 

Ham. I am very glad to see you ; good even, sir,^ 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hot, a truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so ; 
Nor shall you do mine ear tliat violence, 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know, you are no truant. 
But what is your affair in Elsinore ? 
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's funeral. 

Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student ; 
I tliink, it was to see my mother's wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! the funeral bak'd meats 
Did coldlv furnish forth the marriage tables. 
'Would r had met my dearest foe in heaven 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio .' — 
My father, — Methinks, I see my father. 

Hor. Where, 

My lord ? 

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hor. I saw him once, he was a goodly 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yestem^lit. 

Ham. Saw! who? 

Hor. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham. The king my fatiior ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
Witli an attent ear ; till I may deliver. 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 

Ham. For heaven's love, let me hern. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch. 
In the dead waist and middle of the night. 
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your fatliei, 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-A-pe, 
Appears before them, and, with solemn march. 
Goes slow and stately by them : tlirice he walk'd, 
Bj their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes. 
Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distil I'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear. 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 
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And I with them, tlie third night kept the watch ; 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time. 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 
These hands are not more like. 

Ham, But where was this ? 

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we watch'dL 

Ham, Did you not speak to it ? 

Hor. My lord, I did: 

But answer made it none : yet once, oietbought, 
It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away, 
And vanish'd from our sight. 

Ham. Tis veiy strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honor'd lord, *tis true ; 
And we did think it wnt down in our duty, 
To let you know of it 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 

AU. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm'djSay you ? 

AU. Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

All. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not 

His face. 

Hor. O, ves, my lord ; he wore his beaver up. 

Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more 

In sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you t 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would, I had be«i there. 

Hor. It would have much amazM you. 

Ham. Very like, 

Very like: Stay'd it long ? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell a hundred. 

Ham. His beard was grizzl'd ? no 7 

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life, 
A sable silver'd. 

Ham. I will watch to-night ; 

Perchance, 'twill walk again. 

Hor. I warrant, it will. 

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person, 
ni speak to it, though hell itself should gape, 

2* 
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And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If yon have hitherto concealM this sight, 
Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 
And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue ; 
I will requite your loves : So, fare you well : 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
PU visit you. 

All Our duty to your honor. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : Farewell. 

[Exeunt Horatio, ALlrcbllxw, and Bernardo 
My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 
I doubt some foul play : 'would, the night were come ! 
Till then sit still, my soul : Foul deeds will rise, 
Though all the earth overwhelms them, to men's eyes. 

[ExU. 

SCENE m.— A Room in Polonius' Hotue. 
Enter Laertes and Ofheua* 

Laer. My necessaries are embark'd ; farewell : 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit, 
Pray let me hear from you. 

Uph. Do you doubt that ? 

Iroer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favor, 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 
For he himself is subject to his birth : 
He may not, as unvalued persons do. 
Carve Tor himself: 

Then weigh what loss your honor may sustain, 
If with too credent ear you list his songs. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 
And keep you in the rear of your affection, 
Out of the shot and danger of desire ; 
The chariest maid is prodigal enough. 
If she unmask her b^uty to the moon. 

Oph. I shall the efl^t of this good lesson keep, 
As watchman to my heart : But, good my brother, 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a puff'd and reckless libertine, 
Hunself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own rede. 

Laer. O fear me not. 

I stay too long ; — ^But here my father comes. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pot Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for shame; 
The wind sit-in the shoulder of your sail, 



HAMLET. 11 

^nd you are staid for : There, my blessing with you ! 

[Laying his hand on Lasrtes* head 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no ton^rue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ; 
But do not duH thv palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but, being in. 
Bear it, that the opposer may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice : 
Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgraenU 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 
But not express'd m fancy : rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 
And they in France, of the best rank and station, 
Are most select and generous, chief in that 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend : 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This above all, — ^To thine ownself be true ; 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee ! 

Laer, Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

Pol The time invites you ; go, your servants tend. 

Laer, Farewell, OpheUa : and i^member well 
What I have said to you. 

Oph Tis in my memory lock'd. 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it 

Laer. Farewell. 



SCENE IV.— Tfcc Platform. 
Enter Hasilet, Horatio, and Mabcellijs. 

Ham, The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 

Her, It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham, What hour now ? 

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Hor. Indeed 7 I heard it not ; then it draws near the seasoiii 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

[A flourish of trumpets, and ordnance shot off, toithin. 
What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham. The kmg doth wake to-night, and takes his rouse, 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down. 
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The kettle-drum and crumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor Is it a custom 7 

Ham. Ay, many, is't : 
But to my mind, — ^though I am native here, 
And to the manner bom, — ^it is a custom 
More honor'd in the breach, than the observance. 

Enter Ghost. 

Hor, Look, my lord, it comes ! 

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend ud ) • 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd. 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 
Thou com'st in such a questionable shape. 
That I will speak to thee ; I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me : 
Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell. 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-um'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 
. To cast thee up again ! What may this mean, . 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
leaking night hideous ; and we fools of nature, 
So horribly to shake our disposition. 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 
Say why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ? 

Hot. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 

It waves you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no means. 

Ham. It will not speak ; then I will follow it. 

Hor. Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the tear I 

1 do not set my life at a pin's fee ; 
And, for my soul, what can it do to that. 
Being a thing immortal as itself ? 
[t waves me forth again ; — ^I'll follow it. 

Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, 
That beetles o'er his base into the sea ? 
And there assume some other horrible form, 
And draw you into madness ? 
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Ham, It waves me still :— 

Go on, PL follow thee. 

Mar, You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham, Hold off your hands. 

Hor. Be rul'd, you shall not go. 

Ham, M/ fate cries out. 

And makes each petty artery m this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's njrve.— [Ghost beckons. 

Still am I call'd 5 — unhand me, gentlemen : — 

[Breaking from ihem. 
By heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets me : — 
I say, away : — Go on, 1 11 follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and HiMUSl 

SCENE V.-— A more remote Part of the Platform. 
Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham, Whither wilt thou lead me ? speak, 111 go no furthet 

Ghost, Mark me. 

Ham, I will. 

Ghost, My hour is ahnost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up mysdf. 

Ham, Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend tny serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to* hear. 

Ghost, So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 

Ham, What? 

Ghost, I am thy father's spirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 
And, for the day confin'd to fast in fires. 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature. 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold, whose Hghtest word 
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to stand on end, 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood : — list, list, O list ! — 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love . 

Ham, O heaven ! 

Ghost, Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder 

Ham. Murder? 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 
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Ham. Haste me to know it ; that I, with win^ as swift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost, I find thee apt ; 

And duller should'st thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
Would'st thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
*Tis given out, that sleeping m mine orchard, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life, 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham, O, my prophetic soul ! my uncle \ 

Ghost, Ay,— 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifti, 
He won to his shameful love 
The will of my most seeming virtuous queen : 
O, Hamlet, what a falling-ofTwas there ! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But, soft ! methinks, I scent the morning air ; 
Brief let me be : — Sleeping within mine orchard, 
My custom always of tne afternoon, 
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole. 
With juice of cursed helJenon in a vial. 
And in the porches of mine ears did poul* 
The leperous distilment ; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity witli blood of man. 
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
And, with a sudden vigor, it doth posset 
And curd, like ea^er oroppings into milk. 
The thin and whmesome mooA : so did it mine ' 
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand, 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch'd : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Ham, O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible 

Ghost, If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not 
But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act, , 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven. 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 
To goad and sting her. Fare thee well at once 
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The fflow-worai shows the ii.atin to be near, 

And 'gins to pale his ineffectual fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. \EixiL 

Ham. Hold, hold, my heart : 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 
But bear me stiffly up ! — ^Remember thee ? 
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
[n this di^tract^ globe. Remember thee ? 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 
All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past 
That youUi and observation copied there ; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven. 
I have swom't 

Hor, [WilhinA My lord, my lord, 

Mar, IWithiru] Lord Hamlet, 

Hor, [ Within,] Heaven secure him ! 

Ham, gobeiL 

Mar, \Wilhin,] Illo, ho, ho, my lord ! 

Ham, Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellusi. 

Mar. How is't, my noble lord ? 

Hor. What news, my lord ? 

^ Ham, O, wonderful ! 
* Hor. Good my lord, tell it 

Ham, No ; 

You will reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord. 

Ham. How say you then ; would heart of man once think it f— 
But you'll be secret , 

Hor, Mar, Ay, by heavpn, my lord. 

Ham. There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all Denmark, 
But he's an arrant knave. V^/J^^uC^y^ 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the grave, 
To tell us this. 

Hum. Why, right ; you are in the right : 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 
( hold it fit that we shake liands, and part : 
you, as your business, and desire, shall point you ;-« 
For every man hath business, and desire. 
Such as it is, — and for my own poor part. 
Look you, I win go pray. 

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, my lord. 

Ham, I am sorry they offend you, heartily ; yes, 
Taith, heartily. 
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Hor, There's no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by St Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision hore^— 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you ; 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'er-master it as yoa may. And now, good friends. 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 
Give me one poor request 

Hor, What is't, my lord ? 

We will. 

Ham, Never make known what you have seen to-night 

Hm-. Mar. My lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but swear't 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen, 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 

Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous strange ' 

Ham. Ancf therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 
But come ;— 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy ! 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself. 
As I, perclmnce, hereafter, shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on.— 
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall • 
With arms encumber'd thus, oi this head-shake^ 
Or by pronouncing of some doubiful phrase. 
As, Well, well, we know ;— or. We could, arid ifu^ */"«4i?;— <!% 
ffwe list to speak ; — or. There be, -an if they, might ;— 
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me : — This do you swear. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you ! 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together 5 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint ; — O cursed spite ! 
That ever I was bom to set it right ! 
Nay, come, let's go together. 
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AtJT II. 
SCENE I. 

Hamlet ha. low pnt on bis counterfeit madheM. He visiu OpheHa in ftb " aalk 
gnin/' and the afiiighted maiden narrates to herS^er the eirconstances' attesding 
Dia visit. ^^ 

Ophelia. — ^Polonius.^ 

Po\. How now, Ophelia ? what's the matter ? 

Oph, O, my lord, my lord, I have been so affrighted ! 
' Pol, With what, in the name of heaven. 

Ovh, My lord, as I was sewine in my closet, 
Lora Hamlet, — ^with his doublet all unbrac'd ; 
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocldng each other ; 
He comes before me. 

Poh Mad for thy love? 

OpA. My lord, I do not know ; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol, What said he? 

Ofk, He took me by the wrist, and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to such perusal of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so ; 
At last, — A little shaking of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,— 
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound. 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk. 
And end his being : That done, he lets me go : 
And, with his head over his shoulder tum'd, 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o'doors he went without their helps. 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol, Come, go with me ; I will go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstasy of love ; 
What, have you given him any hard words of late ? 

0/?/i. No, my good lord ; but, as you did command, 
I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol, That hath made him mad. 

Come, go we to the king : • . 

NThis must be known ; which, being kept close, iraght move 
More grief to hide, than hate to utter luve. {ExeutO. 

SCENE n.— A Rocrm in (he CaslU, 
Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and Attendants. 

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern ! 
Moreover that we much did long to see you. 
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The need, we have to use you, did provoke • 

Our hasty sendng. Sometlung have you heard 

Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it, 

Since not the exterior nor the inward man 

Resembles that it was : What it should be, 

More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 

So much from the understanding of himself, 

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, 

That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 

Some little time : so by your companies 

To draw him on to pleasures ; ana to gather. 

Whether au^ht, to us unknown, afSicts him tlius, 

That, open'd, lies within our remedy. 

Sueen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of yon ; 
, sure I am, two men there are not living. 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
So to expend your time with us a while, 
Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 

Ros, Both your majestiea 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleasures more Into command 
Than to entreaty. 

GuU. But we both obey ; 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent, 
To lay our service freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 

King, Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guildenstem. 

Queen. And I beseech you instanuy to visit 
My too much changed son. — Go, some of you, 
Aiid brinff these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

[Exeunt Rosencejlntz, Guildenstern, and some Atteoknta 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. I now do think, (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath us'd to do,) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that ; that do I long to hear. 

Pol. My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is, 
Why day is day, night, night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore, — since brevity is the soul of wit, 
And tediousness the hmbs and outward flourishes,^- 
[ will be brief: Your noble son is mad : 
Mad call I it : for, to define true madness, 
What is't, but to be nothing else but mad : 
But let that go. 
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4tueen. More matter, with less art 

Pol, Madam, 1 swear, I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, 'tis tnie, 'tis^pity ; 
And pity tis, 'tis true : a foolish figure ; 

But farewell it, for I will use no art. • 

Mad let us grant him then : and now remains, 
That we find out the cause of this effect ; 
Or, rather say, the c^use of this defect ; 
For this efibct, defective, comes by cause ; 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

I have a daughter ; have, while she is mine ; 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
EQith given me this : Now gather, and surmise. 
^^1% the celestial, and my souVs idol, the most beautified Ophelia^ • ■ 
That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is a vile phrase ; bnl 
you shall hear. — ^Thus :^- 

In her evcelleni white bosom, these, &c.— 
Queen, Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pol, Good madam, stay awhile ; I will be faithful.— iReads 
Douht thou, the stars are fire; 

Doubt, that the sun doth move; 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 
But never doubt, I love. 
O dear Ophelia, / am ill at tliese numbers ; I have not art to 
reckon my groans : but that I love thee best, O most best, believe *L 
Adieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, :chilst 

this machine is to him, I^Eunlet 
This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me : 
\nd more above, hath his solicitings. 
As they feU out by time, by means, and place, 
Allgiven to mine ear. 

iSnff, But how hath she 

Receird his love ? 
Pol, What do you think of me ? 

King. As of a man faithful and honorable. 
Pol, I would fain prove so. But what might you think, 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing, 
(As I perceiv'd it, I must tell you that. 
Before my daughter told me,) what miffht you, 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, mink, 
If I had playM the desk, or table-book ; 
Or given my heart a workipg, mute and dumb. 
Or bok'd upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think ? no, I went round to work. 
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere ; 
Th.is must not be : and then I precepts gave hor. 
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That she should lock herself from his resort, 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice, 
And he, repulsed, (a short tale to make,) 
•Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; 
Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 
Thence to a lightness : and, by this declension, 
Into the madness wherein now he raves, 
And all we mourn for. 

King. Do you think, 'tis this ? 

Queen. It may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been such a time, (I'd fain know that,) 
That I have positi\ceIy said, ^Ti$ so, 
When it prov'd otherwise ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise : 

[Pointing to his head and shouUer. 
If circumstances lead me, I will imd 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks for hours together. 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to him : 
Be yon and I behind an arras then ; 
Mark the encounter ; if he love her not, 
And be not from his reason fallen thereon, 
Let me be no assistant for a state. 
But keep a farm, and carters. 

King. We will try it 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away ; 
ril board him presently :— O, give me leave. — 

[Exeunt Kino, Queen, and Attendants. 
How does my ffood lord Hamlel ? 

Ham. ExceUent well. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, is to be one mao 
picked out of ten thousand, 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead dog, being a god, 
kissing carrion, Have you a daughter ? 
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P6L [Aside.] Still harping on my (kaghter. — ^yot he knewmc 
not at first ; he said I was a fishmonger : He is far gone, far gone : 
and truly in my youth I suffered much extremity for love : very 
near this. I'll speak to him again. — ^What do you read, my lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words ! 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham. Between who? 

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says here, that old 
men have gray beards; that their faces are wrinkled; their eyes 
purging thick amber, and plum-tree gum ; and thai they have a 
plentiful lack of wit, together with most weak hams : All of which, 
sir, though I most powerfully and potently believe, yet I hoid it not 
honesty \o have it thus s^'down ; for yourself, sir, shall be as old as 
I am, if, like a^crab, you could go backward. 

Pol. Though this be madness, yet there's method in it. [Aside.] 
Will you walk out of the air, my lord ? 

Ham. IntChmy grave ? 

Poi. Indeed, tl^t is out o' the air. — ^How pregnant sometimes his 
replies are ! a happiness that often madness luts on, which reason 
and sanity could not so prosperously be delivered of. I will leave 
him, and suddenly contrive the means of meeting between him and 
my daufgiiter.-— My honorable lord, I will most humbly take my 
leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing that T will more 
willingly part withal ; except my life, except my iBe, except my Kfe. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham, These tedious old fools ! 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildensteen. 

Pol. You go to seek the lord Hamlet ; there he is. 

Ros. Heaven save you, sir ! [7'o Polonius. 

[Exit PoLomuB. 

G^t^ My honor'd lord ! — 

Ham. My excellent good friends ! How dost thou, Guildenstem ? 
Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, how do ye botii f What news ? 

Ros, None, my lord ; but that the world's grown honest. 

Ham. Then is doomsday near : But your news is not true. But 
in the beaten way of friendshipj what make you at Ebinore ? 

Ros. To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 

Ham.. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ; but I thank 
you. Were you not sent for ? Is it your own inclining ? Is it a 
free visitation ? Come, come ; deal justly with me : come, come ; 
nay, speak. 

Guil. What should we say, my lord ? 

Ham. Any thing — ^but to the purpose. You were sent for ; and 
Jiere is a kind of confession in your looks, which your modesties 
have not crkft enough to color : I know, the good king and queen 
have sent for vou. 
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Ro9. To what end, my lord ? 

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me conjure yon, by tho 
riffhtB of our fellowship, by the consonancy of our youth, by tho 
offli;i;atlon of our ever-preserved love, and by what more dear a better 
proposer could charge you withal, be even and direct with me, 
whetiier you were sent for, or no ? 

Ros, Wliatsayyou? [To Guildenstern. 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you ; [Aside.] — if you love me, 
hold not off. 

ChiU. My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipation prevent your 
discovery, and your secrecy to the king and queen moult no feather. 
I have of late, (but, wherefore, I know not,) lost all my mirth, for- 
gone all custom of exercises : and, indeed, it goes so heavily with my 
aisposition, that this goodly frame, the earm, seems to me a steril 
promontory ; this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave 
o'erhanging firmament, this majestical roof fretted with golden fire, 
why, it appears no other thing to me, than a foul and pestilent con- 

rgaJdon of vapors. What a piece of work is a man ! How noble 
reason! how infinite in faculties! in form, and moving, how 
express and admirable ! in action, how like an angel ! in apprehen- 
sion, how like a god! the beauty of the world! the paragon of 
animals ! And ye^ to me, what is this quintessence of dust 7 man 
delights not me, nor woman neither ; though, by your smiling, you 
neem to say so. 

Ros. My lord, there is no such stuff in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I said, Man delights not 
me? 

Ros. To thmk, my lord, if you delight not in man, what lenten 
entertainment the players shdl receive for you : we met them on 
the way ; and hither are they coming, to offer you service. 

Ham. He that plays the king shaU be welcome ; his majesty shaU 
have tribute of me : the adventurous knight shall use lus foil and 
target : the lover shall not sigh gratis ; the humorous man shall end 
his part in peace : the clown sludl make those laugh, whose lungs 
are tickled o' the sere ; and the lady shall say her mind freely, or the 
blank verse shall halt for 't. — ^What players are they ? 

Ros. Even those you were wont to take such delight in, the tra- 
gedians of the city. 

Ham. How chances it, they travel ? theb residence, both in rcpu* 
ation and profit, was better both ways. 

Ros. I think, their inhibition comes by the means of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation tliey did when I was in 
the city ? Are they so followed ? 

Ros. No, indeed, they are not. 

Bam. It is not very strange : for my uncle is king of Denmark ; 
and those, that would make mouths at him while my father lived, 
^ve twenty, forty, fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece, for his picture in 
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litde. There is something in this more than natural, if pliOasophy 
could find it out. [Flourish (f trumpets tmthin. 

ChiU, There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. Your hands. You 
are welcome : but my uncle-father, and aunt-mother, are deceived. 

Guil. In what, my de»j lord ? 

Ham, I am but mad north-northwest : when the wind is southerly 
I know a hawk from a handsaw. 

Erder Polonius. 

Poh Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, GuUdenstem, — and you too ; — at each ear a hearer ; 
that great baby, you see there, is not yet out of his swaddling clodies. 

Ros. Happily, he's the second time come to them ; for, they say, 
an oU man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of the players ; mark 
L. — You say riffht, sir : o' Monday morning ; *twas then, ind^. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When Roscius was an 
actor in Rome , 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz ! 

Pel. Upon my honor, 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass, 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tragedy, comedy, 
history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, historical-pastoral, framcal-historl- 
cal, tragical-comical, historicsd-pastoral, scene individable, or poem 
unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light For 
the law of writ and the liberty, these are the only men. 

Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, — ^what a treasure hadst thou ! 

Pol. What a treasure SeuI he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why — One fair daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved passing well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter. [Aside. 

Ham. Am not I i' the right, old Jephthah ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a daughter, that I 
love passing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, As by lot, God wot, and then, you know. It came to 
pass. As most like it was, — ^The first row of the pious chanson will 
show you more ; for look, my abridgment comes. 

The Fl tyen enter, and at Hamlet's reqoett, the first playn ncites a spei^nh. 

Ham. Tis well ; I'll have thee speak out the rest of this soon.— 
G«xxl my lord, will you see the players well bestowed ? Do you 
hear, let them be well used ; for thev are the abstract, ard brief 
chronicles, of the time : Alter your death you were better Have a 
bad epitaph, tlian their ill re >ort while you tfve. 

Pd. My lord, I will use hem according to their desert. 
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Ham, Much better: Use every man after his desert, and who 
shall 'scape whipping ! Use them after your own honor and dig- 
nity : The less they deserve the more merit is in your bounty. Take 
them in. 

Pol Come, sirs. 

SExit PoLONius with some of the Players. 
s: we'll hear a play to-morrow. — ^Dost 
thou hear me, old friend ; can you play the murder of Gronzago ? 

I St Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham, We'll have it to-morrow night. You could, for a need, 
study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, which I would set 
down, ana insert in't ? could you not ? 

1st Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham, Very well, — follow that lord ; and look you mock him not. 
[Exit Player.] My good friends, [To Ros. and Guil.] I'll leave 
you till night : you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros, Good my lord. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstebh. 

Ham, Ay, so, heaven he wi' you : — Now I am alone. 
O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I ! 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here, 
fiut in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit, 
That from her working all his visage wann'd ; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in his aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ? and all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her ? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion. 
That I have ? He would drown the stage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear, with horrid speech ; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 
Confound the ignorant ; ana amaze, indeed, 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak. 
Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause. 
And can say nothing ; no, not for a king. 
Upon whose property, and most dear Hfe, 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ? 
Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? 
Plucks ofi^my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie i' the throat, 
As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this ? 
Ha! ^ 

Why, I should take it : for it cannot be, 
But I am pigeon-livered and lack gall, 
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To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 

I should have fatted all the region kites 

With this slave's offal : 

Why, what an ass am I ? This is most brave ; 

Fye upon't ! foh ! About my brains ! Humph ! I nave heard. 

That guilty creatures sittmg at a play, 

Have hy the very cunnin? of the scene 

Been struck so to the soiu,that presently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions ; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 

With most miraculous organ. Til have these players 

Play somethiikg like the murder of my father. 

Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks ; 

rU tent him to the quick ; if he do blench, 

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen, 

May be a devil : and the devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, perhaps. 

Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, 

(As he is very jpotent with such spirits,) 

Abuses me to damn me : I'll have grounds 

More relative than this : the play's the thing. 

Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. [Exit 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— A Room in the CaslU. 
Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rssenceantz, and 

GUILDENSTERN. 

King. And can you, by no drift of ccmference 
Get from him, why he puts on this confusion ; 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
Wi^ tufbulent and dangerous lunacy ? 

Ros, He does confess, he feels himself distracted ; 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

GuU, Nor do we find him forward to be sounded ; 
But, with a crafty madness keeps aloof. 
When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

Queen. Did he receive you well 1 

Ros. Most like a gentleman. 

GuU. But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Ros. Niggard of question ; but, of our demand*, 
Most free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime ? 
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Ros, Madam, it so fell out, that certain playen 
We o'er-rauffht on the way :- of these we told him ; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : They are about the court • 
And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. *Tis most true: 

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties, 
To hear and see the matter. 

King, With all my heart ; and it doth much content me 
>To hear him so inclin'd. 
Crood genUemen, give him a further edse. 
And dnve his purpose on to these delights. 

Ros. We shall, my lord. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and GmLDEMSTERH 

King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too : 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Afiront Ophelia : 

Her father, and myself (lawful espials,) 
WUl so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen. 
We may of their encounter frankly judge : 
And gather by him, as he is behav'd. 
If 't be the afuction of his love or no. 
That thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you : 

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish, 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet^ wildness ; so shall I hope your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again. 
To both your honors. 

Oph. Madam, I wish it may. [Exit Queen 

Pol Ophelia, walk you here : — Gracious, so please you. 
We will bestow ourselves : — Read on tiiis book ; [To Ophelia, 
That show of such an exercise may color 
Your loneliness. — ^We are oft to blame in this, — 
'Tis too much prov'd, that, with devotion's visage. 
And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King. O, 'tis too true I how smart 

A lash that speech doth give my conscience ! 

Pol I hear him coming ; let'^s withdraw, my lord. 

[Exeunt. King and Vo^ onica ' 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question : — 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune : 
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Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
And, by opposing, end them ? — To die, — ^to sleep,^ 
No more ; — and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heartache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, — ^'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die ; — ^to sleep ; — 
To sleep ! perchance to dream ; — ay, there's the rub 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coif. 
Must give us pause : , there's the respect, 
' That makes calamity of so long life : 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud nmn's contumely 
The pan^ of despis'd love, the law's delay. 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkm ? who would fardels bear, 
To groan and sweat under a weary life ; 
But that the dread of something after deaths— 
The undiscover'd country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, — ^puzzles the will ; 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Tlius conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought ; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment. 
With this regard, tSeir currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action. — Soft you, now ! 
The fair Ophelia ; — ^Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember d. 

Oph Good my lord. 

How does your honor for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you ; well. 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours 
That I have longed long to re-deliver ; 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I ; 

I never gave you aught 

Oph. My honor'd lord, you know right well, you did i 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost^ 
Take these again ; for to the noble mmd. 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

Vanlet falli into a wild extravagance of speech, and then exili> 
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Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword ' 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state. 
The glass of fashion, and the mould of fonn, 
The observ d of vXL observers ! quite, quite down.' 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows, 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 
liKe sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth. 
Blasted with ecstasy : O, woe is me ! 
To have seen what I have seen, see what I see 

Re-enter King and Polokius. 

King. Love ! his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake, thou^ it lack'd form a little. 
Was not like madness. There's something in his soul. 
O'er which his melancholy sits on brood : 
And, I do doubt, ^e hatch, and the disclose, * 

Will be some danger : Which for to prevent, 
I have, in quick determination. 
Thus set it down ; He shall with speed to England 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 
Haply, the seas, and counljies different, 
With variable objects, shall expel 
This something-settled matter in his heart ; 
Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus 
Prom fashion of himself. What think you on't ? 

PoL It shall do well ; but yet I do believe. 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. — How now, Ophelia ? 
You need not teU us what lord Hamlet said ; 
We heard it all. — ^My lord, do as you please ; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play. 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his grief; let her be round with him ; 
And I'll be plac'd, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference : If she find him not, 
To England send him : or confine him, where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King, It shall be so : 

Madnet$s in great ones must not imwatch'd go. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE II.— il Hall in the same. 

Enter Hamlet, and certain Players. 

Hjtm. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to you, 
tnppingly on the tongue : but if you mouth it, as many of our play- 
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ers do, I had as lief the towii-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw 
the air too much with your hand, thus ; hut use aJ gently : for in 
the very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) whirlwind of your 
imssion, you must acquire and beget a temperance, that may give it 
smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul, to hear a robustious peri- 
inng-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to split the 
ears of the groundlings ; who, for the most part are capable of no- 
Uiing but inexplicable dumb shows, and noise : I would have such a 
fellow whipped for o'erdoing Termagant ; it cut-herods Heioa : pray 
you, avoid it. 

1st Play, I warrant, your honor. 

Ham, De not too tame neither, but let your 3wn discretion be 
your tutor: suit the action to the word, the word to the action ; with 
this special observance, that you o'erstep not the modesty of nature ; 
for any thinj? so overdone is from the purpose of playing, whose end, 
both at the first, and now, was, and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirror 
up to nature ; to show virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, 
and the very age and body of the time, his form and pressure. Now 
this, overdone, or come tardy oif, though it make the unskilful laugh, 
cannot but make the judicious grieve ; the conjure of which one, 
must, in your allowance, o'erweigh a whole tlicutre of others. O, 
there be players, that I have seen play, — and heard others praise, 
and that h^hly, — not to speak it profanely, that, neither having the 
accent of Christians, nor Uie gait of Christian, Pagan, nor man, have 
so strutted, and bellowed, that I have thought some of nature's 
journeymen had made men, and no( made them well, they imitated 
humanity so abominably. 

ist Play, I hope, we have reformed that indifferentlv with us. 

Ham, O, reform it altogether. And let those, that play your 
clowns, speak no more than is set down for them ; for there ha of 
them, that will themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of barren 
spectators to laugh too ; though, in the mean time, some necessary 
question of the pky be then to be considered : that's villAiious ; anil 
shows a most pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make 
fou ready [ExetuU PU^vera. 

Ham, What, ho ; Horatio ! 

Enter Hokatio. 

Hot. Here,^ sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e'er my conversation cop'd withal. 

Hot. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham, Nay, do not think I flatter : 

For what advancement may I hope from thee. 
That no revenue hast, but thy gooa spirits. 
To feed and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be flatter'd f 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee. 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear t 
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Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice, 

And could of men distinguish her election, 

She hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been 

As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing ; 

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 

Hath ta'en with equal thanks : and bless'd are thoee, 

Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled, 

That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 

To souna what stop she please : Give me that man 

That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 

In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart. 

As I do thee. — Something too much of this. — 

There is a play to-night before the king : 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance. 

Which I have told thee of my father's death. 

I pr'ythee, when thou seest that act a-foot. 

Even with the very comment of thy soul 

Observe my uncle : if his occultea guilt 

Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 

It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 

And my imaginations are as foul 

As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note: 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 

And, after, we will both our judgments join 

Ui censure of his seeming. 

Har. WeU, my lord. 

Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must be idle : 
Get you a place. 

Danish march, A flourish. Enter King, Queen, Polohiub, 
Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and others. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham, Excellent, i'faith ; of the camelion's dish : 
I eat the air promise-crammed : You cannot feed capons so. 

King, I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; these words aro 
not mine. 

Ham, No, nor mine now. My lord, — ^you played once in the 
university, you say ? [To PoLomus. 

Pol, That aid I, my lord ; and was accounted a good actor. 

Ham, And what did you enact ? 

Pol, I did enact Julius Caesar : I was killed i'the Capitol ; Brutus 
killed me. 

Ham, It was a brute part of him, to kill so capital a calf there.— 
P« the players ready ? 

Ros, Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience. 

Queen, Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

Ham, No, good mother, here's metal more attract! \e. 

Pol, O ho ! do you mark that ? . [To the Knia. 
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Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap ? 

[liying down at Ofhelul*s feeU 

2ph, You are merry, my lord. 
am, Wljo,I? 
Ovh. Ay, my lord. 

Ham, O ! your only jig-maker. What should a man do but be 
merry? for, look you, how cheerfully my mother looks, and my 
father died within these two hours. 

2pi^. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 
am. So long 1 Nay, then let the devil wear black, for Fll have 
a suit of sables. O heavens ! die two months ago, and not forgotten 
yet ? Then there's hope, a great man's memory may outlive* ms life 
Lalf a year : But, by'r-lady, he must build churches then. 
Chh, What means the play, my lord ? 
Bam, Marry, this is michmg mallecho ; it means mischief. 
Oph, But what is the argument of the play ? 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow. 
J^ro, For us, and for our tragedy. 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

We beg your hearing patiently. 
Ham, Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring 7 
Oph. *Tis brief, my lord. 
Ham, As woman's love. 

The play selected by Hamlet is performed before the ooart ; is whioh the amfpomi 
■anrder of his father is exhibited. 

The player Qaeen protests to her hnsband— that— 

—Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife, 
f, once a widow, ever I be wife ! 

Ham, If she should break it now , [To Ofhblia. 

P, King, ^Tis deeply stcom, Sioeet, leave me here a tohiie ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep, [Sleeps, 

P. Q:ueen. Sleep rock thy brain. 

And never come mischance between us twain ! [Exit 

Ham, Madam, how like you tliis play ? 

Qyeen, The lady doth protest too much, methinks. 

Ham, O, but she'll keep her word. 

King. Have you heard the argument ? Is there no offence in't ? 

Ham, No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest* no offence itlie 
world. 

King, What do you call the play ? 

Ham. The mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tropically. This play 
is the image of a murder done in Vienna: Gonzago is the Duke's 
name ; his vdfe, Baptista : you shall see anon ; 'tis a knavish piece 
of work : But what of that ? your majesty, and we that have free 
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BOuls, it touches us not : Let the galled jade wince, our with^^ mxt 
unwrung. — 

Enter a Player, as Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Ovh, You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

Ham, I could interpret between you and your love, if I could see 
cne puppets dallying. — ^Begin, murderer ; — begin ; 

. ^The croaking raven doth bellow for revenge. 

Luc. Thoughts Mack, hands apt, dru^sfit, and time agreeing ; 
Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected. 
With Hecate^s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural mope and dire propertv, 
On wholesome life usurp immediately, 

[Pours the poison into the sleeper^e ears. 

Ham, He poisons him i' the gu^en for his estate. His name'i 
Gonza^ ; the story is extant, and written in very choice Italian : 
You snaU see anon, how the murderer gets the love of Gonzago'a 
wife. 

2p%. The king rises. 
am. What ! frighted with false fire ! 
Queen, How fares my lord ? 
Pol, Give o'er the play. 
King, Give me some fight : — away ! 
. Pol, Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham, Why, let the strucEen deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play : 
For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
Thus runs the world away : — 
O good Horatio, I'll take the ghost's word for a thousand pound. 
DicPst perceive ? 
Hor, Very well, my lord. 

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning, 

Hor, I did very well note him. 

Ham, Ah, ha ! — Come, some music ; come, the recorders. — 
For if the king like not the comedy. 
Why then, beuke, — he likes it not, perdy. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Come, some music. 

Cruil, Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you. 
Ham, Sir, a whole history. 

ChiiU The king, sir, 

Ham, Ay, sir, what of him ? 

CtuU, Is, in his retirement, marvellous distempered. 

Ham. With drink, sir ? 
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ChiU. No, my lord, with choler. 

Ham, Your wisdom should show itself more richer, to signify this 
to the doctor'^ for, for me to put him to his purgation, would, peihape, 
plan|,e him into more choler. 

CniU. Good my lord, put your discourse into some fraioe, and 
start not so wildly from my affiur. 

Ham. I am tame, sir : — pronounce. 

GuU. The queen, your mother, in most great afflicticm of spirit, 
hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

ChiU, Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the rieht hrced. 
If it shall please you to make me a wholesome answer, I wmdo your 
mother's commandment : if not, your pardon, and my return, shall 
be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot 

GuU. What, my lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit's diseased : But 
sir, such answer as I can make, you shall command ; or, rather, as 
you say, my mother : therefore, no more, but to the matter ; My 
mother, you say, 

Ro8. Then thus she says ; Your behavior hath struck her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a mother !^Bnt is 
there no sequel at the heels of this mother's admiration ; impart 

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our mother. Have yon 
any further trade with us ? 

Ros, My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do still, by these pickers and stealers. 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of distemper ? you do, 
surely, but bar the door upon your own Uberty, if you druy your 
griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice of the king him- 
self for your succession in Denmark ? 

Him. Ay sir, but While the grass growSi — the proverb Is some- 
thing musty 

Enter the Players, tci^ recorders. 

O, the recorders :— let me see one.— To withdraw with you :--Why 
do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if you would r'rive me 
into a toil ? 

GuU. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love is toe unman- 
nerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that Will you play unon this 
mpe? 

GuU. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

QuU. Believe me, I cannot 

3*^ 
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Bam, I do beseech you. 

OuU, I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham, *Tis as easy as lying : govern these ventages with yoai 
fingers and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, and it wiL dis* 
course most eloquent music. Look you, these are the stops. 

QuU, But these cannot I command to any utterance of harmtmy 
I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you make of 
roe. You would play upon me ; you would seem to niow my stops 
you would pluck out the heart of my mystery ; you would sound ma 
from my lowest note to the top of my compass : and there is much 
music, excellent voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot you make it 
vpetk. S'Uood, do yon think, I am easier to be played on than a 
pipe ? Call me what instrument you will, though you can fret me^ 
you cannot play upon me. 

JETnter PoLCMnus. 

God bless you, sir. 

PoU, My lord, the queen would speak with you, and presently. 

Ham, Do yon see yonder cloud, that's almost in shape of a camel t 

Pol, Bv the mass, and *tis like a camel, indeed. 

Ham, Methinks, it is like a weaseL 

Pel, It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham, Or, like a whale ? 

Pd, Very like a whale. 

Ham, Then will I come to my mother by and by« — ^They fool ro« 
to the top of my bent. — ^I will come by and By. 

Pol, I will sav so. \Exii Polohids. 

Ham. By and by is easily said. — ^Leave me, friends. 

[Exeunt Ros., GuiL., Hon., 4^ 
Tis now the very witching time of night ; 
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mother. — 
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 
I will speak da^rs to her, but use none. [Exu 

SCENE m.— A Room in the same. 
Enter Kino, Rosekcrantz, and Guildensterii. 

King, I like him not : nor stands it safe with us. 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you ; 
I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 
And he to England shall along with you : 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
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Hazard so near ufi. 

Ann you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage ; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed. 
Ro8, GuiU We will haste us. 

[Exeunt Rosehcrjuitz and GuiLDBHtrsEii. 

Enter Fo^jomus, 

Pol, My lord, he's going to his mother's closet : 
Behind the arras I'll convey mjrself, 
To hear the process ; I'll warrant, she'll tax him home. 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 
Tis meet, that some more audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear 
Tlie speech of vantage. Fare yon well, my liege : 
m can upon you ere yon go to bed, 
And tell yon what I Imow. 

King, Thanks, dear my lord, [Eord PoiAnoa 

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 
It hath the primal eldest curse upon 't, 
A brother's murder ! — ^Pray can I nc^ 
Though inclination be as sharp as will ; 
My stronger guilt defeats my stron? intent; 
And, like a man to double business Dound, 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin. 
And both neglect What if this cur^ hand 
Were thicker than itself with brotiier's blood 7 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens. 
To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy. 
But to confront the visage of offence ? 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force^-- 
To be forestalled, ere we come to fall. 
Or pardon'd, being down ? Then I'll look up ; 
My fault is past But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder !— 
That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd 
Of those effects for which I did the murder, 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 
In the corrupted currents of this world. 
Offence's gilded hand may diove b^r justice ; 
And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : But 'tis not so above :. 
There is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature ; and we ourselves compeIl*d, 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 
To give in evidence. What then ? what rests f 
Trv what repentance can : What cin it not ? 
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Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched state ! O hosom, hiack as death ! 

O hmed soul ; that struggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels, make assay I 

Bow, stubborn knees ! and, heart, with strings cf steel, 

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe ; • 

^^\ may be well ! [Retires and hfunU 

SCENE TV. —-Another Room in the same. 
Enter Queen and Polonius. 

PoL He will come straight. Look, yon lay home to him ; 
Tell him, his pranks have feen too broad to bear with ; 
And that your grace hath screen'd and stood between 
Much heat and him. Til silence me e'en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Queen, Fll warrant you ; 

Pear me not : withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[PoLONius "hides himself 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham, Now, mother ; what's the matter ? 

Queen, Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended. 
, Ham, Mother, you have my father much offended. 

Queen, Come, come, you answer with an idle t<Migue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 

Qu£en. Why, how now, Hamlet ? 

Ham. What's the matter now ? 

Queen, Have you forgot me ? 

Ham, No, by the rood, not so ; 

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife ; 
And, — 'would it were not so ! — ^you are my mother. 

Queen, Nay, then I'll set those to you that can speak. 

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall not budge ; 
You go not, till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen, What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murder me ? 
Help, help, ho ! 

Pol, [Behind.'] What, ho ! help ! 

Ham, How now ! a rat ? [Draws 

Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet makes a pass through the arras 

Pol. [Behind.] O, I am slain. [Falls, and dies. 

Queen, O me, what hast thou done ? 

Ham, Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king ? 

[L^s up tlie arras, and draws forth Polontus 

Queen, O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 
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As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queen, As kill a king ! 

Ham, Ah, lady, 'twas my word.— 

Thon wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

[To PQLOHnifl 

I took thee for thy better ; 

Leave wringing of your hands : Peace, sit you down, 

And let me wring your heart : for so I shall. 

If .t be made of penetrable stuff; 

If damned custom have not braz'd it so. 

That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen, What have I done, that thou dar'st ^i^r thy tongot 
In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham. Such an act. 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 
Calls vurtue, hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
Fr«Mn the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And sets a blister there ; makes marriage vowb 
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul ; and sweet relimon makes 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven°s face doth glow ; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 
Widi tristful visage, as against the doom, 
Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen, Ah me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ? 

Ham, Look here, upon this picture, and ontfab ; 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 
A station like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination, and a for^i, ind^. 
Where every God did seem to set his seal. 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your husband. — Look you now, what followa 
Here is your husband ; like a miidew'd ear, 
Blasting his wholesome l»t>ther. Have you eyes 7 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed. 
And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes t 
you cannot call it love : for, at your age. 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment 
Would step from this to this ? 
O shame ! where is thy blush ? 

Queen, O Hamlet, speak no more, 
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Thou turn'st my eyes into my very soul ; 

And there I see such black and grained spots, 

As will not leave their tinct 

Speak to me no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears : 

No more, sweet Hamlet. 

Ham, A murderer, and a villaiB; 

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord : — a vice of kings : 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
And put it in his pocket t 

Queen. No more. 

Enter Ghost 

Ham, A king 

Of shreds and patches : — 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards ! — ^What wouM your gracious figun f 

Queen, Alas ! he's mad. 

Ham, D6 you not come your tardy son to chide. 
That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command 7 
O, say. 

Ghost, Do not forget : this visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look ! amazement an thy motner sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soul; 
Speak to her, Hamlet 

Ham, How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen, Alas, how is *t with you ? 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse 7 
O gentle son. 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham, On mm ! on him ! — ^Look you, how pale he glares I 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones, 
Would make them capable. — ^Do not look upon me ; 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
Mv stem effects : then what I have to do 
Will want true color ; tears, perchance, for blood. 

Queen, To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham, Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen, Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, I see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen, No, nothing, but ourselves. 

Ham, Why, look you there ! look how it steals away t 
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My father, in his native haWt as he lived I 

Look, where he goes, even now, put at the portal ! lExil Ghost 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy 
f 8 very cunning in. 

Ham, Ecstasy ! 
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time. 
And makes as healthful music : It is not madness, 
That I have utter'd : bring me to ^ test. 
And I the matter will re-word ; which maidness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not tiiat flattering unction to your soul, 
That not your trespass, but my madness, speaks : 
It will but skin ana fikn the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what's past: avoid what is to come. 

Queen. O Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my heart in twain. 

Ham. O throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night : — 

And when you are desirous to be biess'd, 
111 blessing beg of you. — ^For this same lord, 

[Pointing to PqlosiitBi 
I do repent : 

I will bestow him, and wUl answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night ! 
I must be cruel, only to be kind : 
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. 



ACT IV. 

The gailty King and Q-neea, alarmed at the oonseqnenoec which may rerah from 
Hamlet's evident knowledge of their crimes, determine to send him to England nnder th« 
cha^ of Rosencrantz and Gnildenstem, with private instmotions to the king of Eng- 
land to effect •* JTU present death of Hamlet.** Thh is done, and the yonng prinoe 
■ails for England. Ophelia, overcome with grief, at the death of her father, beoomei 
distracted, and seeks an interview with the dneen. Yonng Laertes returns from 
Fiaooe, and charges the King with being privy to the mnrder of Polonins. 

SCENE V.—Elsinore. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Queen and Hokatio. 

Queen. 1 will not speak with her. 

aor. She is importunate ; indeed, distract. 

Queen. Let her come in. * [Exit HoEATia 

^Twere good she were spoken with ; for she may strew 
Dangeipus conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 
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Enter Ophelia. 

Oph, Where is the beauteous miyosty of Denmark ? 
Queen, How now, Ophelia ? 

Oph. How should I your true love know ['Str.^ptr^ 

From another one ? 
By his cockle hat and staffs 
And his sandal shoon f 
Queen, Alas, sweet lady, what imports this son^r 7 
Oph, Say you? nay, pray you, mark. 

He is dead and gone^ lady, [Sings. 

He is dead and gone ; 
At his head a grass-green turf, 
At his heds a stone, 

0,ho! 

Queen. Nay, but Ophelia, 

Oph, Pray you, mark. 

White his shrcmd as the mountain snow^ [SingM^ 

Enter King. 
Queen, Alas, look here,my lord 
Oph, Larded all mth sweet flowers ; 
Which hewept to the grave did go, 
With tfue-love showers. 

King, How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph, Well, Heaven leld you ! They say, the owl was a baker's 
daughter. We know what we are, but, know not what we 
maybe. 

teng. How long hath she been thus ? 

OpZ I hope, all will be well. We must be patient : but I cannot 
choose but weep, to think, they should lay him i' the cold ground : 
My brother shall know of it, and so I thank you for your good 
counsel. Gome, my coach ! Good night, ladies ; good night, sweet 
ladies ; good night, good night. [Exit, 

King, Follow her close ; give her good watch, I pray you. 

[Exit HoBATia 
O ! This is the poison of deep grief; it springs 
An from her father's death : 

Enter a Gentleman. 

What's the matter? 

GenL Save yourself, my lord. 

The young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
O'erbears your officers : The rabble call him, lord ; 
They cry, Choosy we ; Laertes shall be king ! 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes shall he king, Laertes king ! 
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Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry ! 

King, The doors are broke. [Ncise ^Mthin, 

m 

Enter Laertes. 

Laer. Where is this king ? — Sirs, stand you all wiUiout 
O thou vile king, give me roy father. 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

King, What is the cause, Laertes, 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ?— 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Why art thou thus incens'd ; — ^Let him go, Gertrude ;— 
Speak, roan. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Qu^. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be juggled with : 
To this point I stand, — 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes ; only I'll te reveng'd 
Most throughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the world's : 
And, for my means, I'll husband ihem so weU, 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 

That 1 am guiltless of your father's death, 
And am most sensibly in grief for it. 
It shall as level to your judgment 'pear, 
As day does to your eye. 

Enter Ophelia fantastically dressed tciih straws andjlmoeri 

Laer. O rose of May ! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! — 
O heavens ! is't possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 
Nature is fine in love : and, where 'tis fine, 
It sends some precious instance of itself 
After tlie thing it loves. 

Oph. They bore him harefac*d on the bier ; 

Hey no nonny, nonny hey nanny : 

And in his graMe rahCd many a tear ^— 
^oje you weD, my dove ' 
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haer, Hadst thou tiiy wits, and didst persuade revenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Of}i. You must sing, Daum Ordcvm^ an y^m call him a^doioi><L 
O, how the wheel becomes it ! It is the false steward, that stole hif 
master's daughter. 

Laer, This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance ; pray you, love^ 
remember : and there is pansies, that's for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madness ; thoijghts and remembrance 
fitted. 

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines .-^-there's rue for 
you ; and here's some for me : — ^we may call it, herb of grace o'Sun- 
days : — ^you may wear your rue with a difference. — ^There's a daisy:* 
*-I would give you some violets ; but they withered all, when my 
father died : — ^They say, he made a good end, 

For honny sweet Robin is all my joy ^^ [Sings. 

Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, all, 
She turns to favor, and to prettiness. 
Op^ Ani wiil he not come again 7 
And wUl he not come again ? 
No, no, he is dead, 
Go to thy death-bed. 
He never mil come a^ain. 
JRs heard was as while as snow, 
AU flaxen was his poll : 
He is gone, he is gone, 
And we cast away moan ; 
And'peeuceJ)e toith his sovl! 
And with all Christian souls ! I pray heaven be wi' yen !' 

[ExitOraxLU 

Laer. Do you see this, O heaven. 

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief, 
Or you deny me right Gro but apart. 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will, 
And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me ; 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 
To you in satisfaction ; but, if not. 
Be you content to lend your patience to us. 
And we shall jointly labor wifii your soUl 
To give it due content. 

£aer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure funeral, — 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er hds bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, — 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth, 
That I must call't in question. 
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King. / So you shall ; 

And, where xhe offence is, let the great axe fall. 
I pray you, go with me* [Exeunt, 

The silip in whidi Hamlet ii embarked for England is attacked bj piratet ; Hamlel 
boards the pirate's vessel, and is captared, but is treated with mercy, and landed on the 
Danish coast. He sends letters to the King and Horatio, announcing his retam, and de- 
sires the latter to repair to him immediately. 

In the interim, the King and Laertes become reconciled, and plan together the death 
of Hamlet. 

Laertes is to engage the Prince at a match of fencing, and with a poisoned rapier he 
engages to slay Hamlet, and thus revenge the death of Polonins. The conference If ialer 
mpted by the Q,aeen, who rushes in to announce the fate of Ophelia. 

^ Enter Queeh. 

King, How now, swoet queen ? 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So fast they follow : — Your sister's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer, Drown'd! O, where! 

Queen. The^ is a willow grows ascaunt the hrook» 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Therewith fantastic garlands did she msike 
Of crow-flowers, netdes, daisies, and long purples, 
There on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 
When down her weedy trophies, and herself, 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide ; 
And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up : 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapaUe of her own distress. 
Or like a creature native and indu'd 
Unto that element : but long it could not be. 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death.' 

Laer. Alas then, she is drown'd ? 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 
Let shame say what it will ; when these are gone, 
The woman will be out. — ^Adieu, my lord ! 
I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze. 
But that this folly drowns it. [Exit. 

King. Let's follow, Gertrude ; 

How much I had to do to cahn his rage ! 
Now fear I, this will give it start again ; 
Therefore, let's follow. [Exeund. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE I.—A Church- Yard. 

Enter Two Clowns, toilh spades, <ftj; 

1st Clo, Is she to be buried in christian burial, that irilfuUy seeki 
her own salvation ? 

271^ Clo. I tell thee, she is ; therefore make her grave stndgfat: 
the crowner hath set on her, and finds it christian bumL 

l5^ Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned herself in her own 
defence 7 

2nd Clo, Why, 'tis found so. 

1st Clo. It must be se offendendo; it cannot be else^ For here 
lies the point : If I drown myself wittingly, it argues an act : and an 
act hath three branches ; it is, to act, to do, ana to perform : Ai^;al, 
she drowned herself wittingly. 

2nd Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

15/ Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water; good: here stands 
the man ; good : If the man go to this water, and drown himself, it 
is, will he, nill he, he goes ; mark you that : but if the water come to 
him, and drown him, ne drowns not himself: Argal, he, that is not 
guilty of his own death, shortens not his own life. 

2nd Clo. But is this law ? 

1st Clo. Ay, marry is't ; crowner's-quest law. 

2nd Clo. Will you ha' the truth on't ? If this had not been a 
gentlewoman, she should have been buried out of christian burial. 

1st Clo, Why, there thou say'st : And the more pity; that great 
folks shall have countenance in this world to drown or hang them- 
selves, more than their even christian. Come, my spade. There is 
no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and gravemakers ; they 
hold up Adam's profession. 

27id Clo. Was he a gentleman ? 

1st ClOy He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2njd Clo. Why, he had none. 

1st Clo. What, art a heathen ? How dost thou understand the 
scripture ? The scripture says, Adam digged ; Could he dig without 
arms ? I'll put another question to thee : if thou answerest me not 
to the purpose, confess thyself 

2nd Clo. Go to. 

1st Clo. What is he, that builds stronger than either the mason, 
the shipwright, or the carpenter ? 

2d Clo. The gallows-maker; for that frame outlives a thousand 
tenants. — 

1st Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gallows does well : 
But how does it well ? it does well to those that do ill : now thou dost 
al, to say, the gallows is built stronger than the church ; aigal, tlie 
gsdlows may do well to thee. To't again ; come. 

2nd Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a shipwright^ or a 
'sarpenter ? 
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Irt Clo, Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 
Qnd Clo. Many, now I can tell. 
1st Clo. To't. 
2nd Clo. Mass, I cannot telh 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, cU a distance, 

1st Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; for your dull ass will 
not mend his pace wim beating : and, when you are asked this ques- 
tion next, say, a grave-maker ; the houses that he makes, last till 
doomsday. Go, get thee to Yaughan, and fetch me a stoup of 
Uquor. [Exit 2nd Clown. 

1st Clown digs, and sings. 

In yovih, when I did lovej did love, 
Methought, it was very siveet, 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove 
O, methovght, there was nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business 7 he sings at 
grave-making. 

Hot. Custom hath made it in him a property of easiness. 

Ham. lis e'en so : the hand of little employment hath the daintier 
sense. That skull had a tongue in it, and could sin^ once : How 
the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it were Cain's jaw-bone, that 
did the first murder ! This might' be the pate of a politician ; one 
that would circumvent heaven, might it not 7 

Hot. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Did these bones cost no more the breeding, but to play at 
lofifgats with them? mine ache to think on't. There's another: 
W hy may not that be the skull of a lawyer 7 Where be his'auiddits 
DOW, his quiUits, his cases, his tenures, and his tricks 7 why does he 
suffer this rude knave now to knock him about the sconce with a 
dir^ shovel, and will not tell him of his action of batteiy 7 Humph ! 
This fellow might be in's time a great buyer of land, with his statutes, 
his recognizances, his fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries : Is 
this the fine of his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have 
his fine pate fuU of fine dirt 7 will his vouchers vouch him no mors 
of his purchases, and double ones too, than the length and breadth 
of a pair of indentures 7 The very conveyances of his lands will 
hardly lie in his box ; and must the inheritor himself have no more 7 
lui? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. I will speak to tms fellow : — Whose grave is this, sirrah 7 

1st Clo. Mine, sir. — 

0,ajnt of clay for to be made, [Sings, 

For such a guest is meet. 
Ham. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou liest in't. 
Ut Clo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not yours : for my 
part, I do not lie in't. yet it is mine. 
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Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is thine : 'tis for tlie 
dead, not for the qoiclc ; therefore thou liest 

1st Clo. Tis a quiclc lie, sir ; *twill away again, from me to you 
Ham, What man dost thou dig it for 7 
1st Clo. For no man, sir. 
Ham, What woman, then ? 
1st Clo. For none neither. 
Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 

1st Clo. One that was a woman, sir ; but, rest her soul, she's 
dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we must speak by the card, or 
equivocation will undo ns. By the lord, Horatio, ^ese three years 
I have taken note of it ; the a^e is grown so picked, theit the toe of 
(he peasant comes so near theneel of the courtier, be gdils his kibe. 
— ^How long hast thou been a grave-maker ? 

1st Clo. Of all the days i' the year, I came to't that day that our 
last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 
Ham. How long's that since? 

1st Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that: It was 
that very day that young Hamlet was bom : he that is mad, and sent 
into England. 
Ham. Ay, many, why was he sent into England ? 
1^ Clo. Why, because he was mad : he ahaHl recover his wits 
there ; or, if he do not, 'Us no great matter there. 
Ham. Why? 

ist Clo, 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the men are m 
mad as he. 
Ham. How came he mad ? 
Ist Clo. Very strangely, they say* 
Ham. How strangefy ? 
1st Clo, 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 
Ham. Upon what ground ? 

1st Cw. Why, here in Denmark ; I have been sexton here, vobm 
and boy, thirty years. 
Ham. How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he rot ? 
1st Clo. Why, su", here's a skull now hsAh lain you i' the earth 
three-and-tTienty years. 
Ham. Whose was it ? 

1st Clo, A mad fellow's it was ; Whose do you think it was 7 
Ham. Nay, I know not 

1st Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! he poured a flagon 
of Rhenish on my head once. This same skull, su*, was Yorick's 
skull, the king's jester. 
Harn.lMBl [Takes the skuH 

1st Clo. E'en that. 

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick !— I knew him, Horatio ; a fellow of in- 
finite jest, of most excellent fancy : he hath home me on his back a 
thousand times. Here hung those lips that I have kissed I know 
lai bow oft. Where be your gibes now? your gambols? vouf 
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Bongs 7 your flashes of merriment, that were wont to set tno table 
on a roar ? Not one now to mock your own grinning ? quite chap* 
fallen 7 Now get yoxi to my lady*s chamber, and tell her, let her 
paint an inch tmck, to this favor she mn^t come ; make her laugh at 
that.^PrVthee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hot. What's that, my lord ? 

Ham. Dost thou thmk, Alexander looked o' this fashion i* 
theearth7 

Hor. E'en so. 

Ham. And smelf so 7 pah ! [Tlirows down the skuIL 

Hor. E'en so, niy lord. 

Ham, To what base uses we may return, Horatio ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander, till he find it stop* 
ping a bung-hole 7 

Hor. Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so 7 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to foUow him thither with modesty 
enough, and likelihood to \(kd it : As thus ; Alexander died, Alex- 
ander was buried, Alexander returned to dust ; the dust is earth ; 
of earth we make loam : And why of that loam, whereto he was 
converted, might they not stop a beer-barrel 7 

Imperious Cssar, dead, and tum'd to clay. 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O, that the earth, which kept the world m awe. 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw I 
But sofl; ! but soft ! aside ; — Here comes the lung. 

Enter Priests, <f«., in procession ; the corpse of Ofhelta, LaerteBi 
and Mourners foUowing : King, Queen, ikeir Trains^ 4^. 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow 7 

And with such maimed rites ! This doth betoken, 

The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 

Foredo its own life. 'Twas of some estate : 

Couch we awhile, and mark. [Retiring iviih HoBATm. 

Laer. What ceremony else 7 

Ham. That is Laertes. 

A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else? 

1 Priest., Her obsequies have been so far enlarg'd 
As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o'ersways the order. 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers. 
Shards, flints, ana pebbles, should be thrown on her, 
Yet here she is allowed her virgin crants. 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer. Must there no more be done ? 

^» Priest. No more be done ! 
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We should profane the service of the dead 
To sing a requiem, and such rest to her, 
As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer. Lav her i' the earth, — 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring ! — ^I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A minist'ring ansel shall my sister be, 
When thou Uest nowling. 

Hatn, What, the fair Ophelia ! 

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : Farewell : [Scattering JUnoert* 

1 hop'd, thou should'st have been mv Hamlet's wife ; 
I thought, thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid, 
And not have strew'd thy grave. 

Lofir, O, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head. 
Whose wicked deed thv most ingenious sense 
Deprived thee of! — ^Hold off the earth awhile. 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms: 

[Leaps into (he grav9. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead ; 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made. 
To o'er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. \Advancing,] What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an empmisis ? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wana'ring stars, and makes them stand 
like wonder- wounded hearers ? this is I, 
Hunlet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave 

Laer. Hie devU take thy soul ! [Grappling wiih kim» 

Ham, Tliou pray'st not well. 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
For, thouffh I am not splenetive and rash. 
Yet have I in me something dangerous, 
Which let thy wisdom fear : Hold ojffthy hand. 

King. Pluck them asunder. 

Qumi. Hamlet, Hamlet ! 

All, Grentlemen, 

Hor, Good my lord, be quiet 

[The Attendants par^ them, and they come out efthe grave. 

Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this theme. 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

Queen, O my son ! what theme ? 

Ham, I loved Ophelia ; forty thousand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my sum. — What wilt thou do for her ? 

King, O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Ham, Zounds, show me what thou'lt do : 
Woul'tweep? woul't fight? woul'tfast? woul't tear thyselfi 
WoiU't drink up Esil ? eat a crocodile ? 
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I'll do't — ^Dost thou come here to whine ? 
To outface me with leaping in her grave ? 
Be buried quick with her, and so will I : 
And, if thou prate of mountahis, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone. 
Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thou'lt mouth, 
I'll rant as well as thou. 

Queen. This is mere madness, 

And thus awhile the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove. 
When that her golden couplets are disclos'd, 
His silence will sit droopmg. 

Ham. Hear you, sir ; 

Whafris the reason, that you use me thus t 
I lov'd you ever : But it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may, 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exit* 

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him. — 

f Exit Horatio. 
Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech ; [To Laertes. 
We'll put the matter to the present push. — 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
This grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shafl we see ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [ExeunL 

Hamlet has learned the intentions of the King, in sending him to England, and 
while consulting with Hoiatio how to act, a messenger comes from Clandins inviting the 
Prince to a " trial of skill " in fencing, with Laertes ; Hamlet accepts the challenge, and 
the scene changes to a Hall in the Palace where the conrt are assembled to witness tho 
encounter. 

SCENE the last.— k Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, 

and Attendants loith foils, cf^. 
King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 

[The King jmts the hand of Laertes into that of Hamlet, 
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I have done you wrong ; 
But pardon it as you are a gentleman. 
Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts. 
That I have shot my arrow o^r the house. 
And hvtxt iny brotiier. 

Laer. I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : 

I do receive your offer'd.love like love, 
And will not wrong it. 

4 
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Ham, I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. — 
Gi\e us the foils ; come on. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham, 111 be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance 
Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

Laer, You mock me, sir. 

Ham, No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osric. — Cousin Hamlety 
You know the wager ? 

Ham, Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker side. 

King, I do not fear it : I have seen you both : — 
But smce he's better'd, we have therefore odds. 

Laer, This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Ham. This likes me well : These foils have all a length 7 

[They prepare to play 

Osr, Ay, my good lord. 

King, Set me the stoups of wine upon that table *— 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third excliange. 
Let all the battlements their ordnanoe fire ; 
The kinff shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ; 
And in me cup an union shall he throw, 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn ; Give me the cups ; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet,~'Come, begin ; — 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham, Come on, sir, 

Laer, Come, my lord. [Tkeypiai/. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. Na 

Ham, Judgment 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit 

Laer, Well, — again. 

King, Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl is thine ; 
Here's to thy health. — Give him the cup. 

[Trumpets sound ; and cannon shot off wiihifu 

Ham, I'll play this bout first, set it by awhile. 
Come. — Another hit ; What say you ? f Thsy play, 

Laer, A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Queen, The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet 

Ham. Good madam, 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 
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Queen, I will, my lord : — ^I pray you, pardon me. 

King, It is the poison'd cup ; it is too late. [Aside^ 

Laer, I'll hit him now ; 

hnd yet it is almost against my conscience. [Aside. 

Ham, Come, for the third, Laertes : You do but dally ; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 
I am afeard, you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you so ? come on. [TVieyplay. 

[Laertes vxrwnds Hamlet ; iheny in scuffling^ ^ 

change rapiers, and Hamlet woitnds Laertes. 

King, Part them, they are incens'd. 

Ham, Nay, come again. [The Qube^/oSi. 

Osr, Look to the queen there, ho I 

J3br. They bleed on both sides : — ^How is it, my kid ? 

Osr, How is't, Laertes ? 

Laer, Why, as a woodcock to my own springe, Osric ; 
I lun justly kill'd with mine own treachery. 

Ham, How does the queen ? 

King, She swoons to see them bleed. 

Queen, No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my dear Hamlet ! — 
The drink, the drink ; — I am poison'd ! [Dies, 

Ham. O villany ! — ^Ho ! let the door be lock'd : 
Treachery ! seek it out. [Laertes yaZZs. 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slam ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good ; 
In thee there is not half an hour's life ; 
The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated, and envenom'd : the fou) practice 
Hath tum'd itself on me ; lo, here I lie. 
Never to rise again : Thy mother's poison'd ; 
I can no more ; the king, the king's to blame. 

Ham. The point 
Envenom'd too ! — ^Then, venom, to thy work. [Stabs Che Kmo* 

Follow my mother. 

Laer. He is justlv serv'd ; 

It is a poison temper'd by himself. — 
Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee ; 
Nor thine on me ! [Dkt 

Ham, Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act. 
Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant, death, 
Is strict in his arrest,) O, I could tell you, — 
But let it be : — ^Horatio, I am dead ; 
Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hot. Never believe it ; 
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I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's yet some liquor left 

Ham* As thou'rt a man,— 

Give me the cup ; let go ; hy heaven Fil have it— 
O Heaven ! — ^Horatio, vehAt a veounded name, 
Tilings standing thus unknown, shall live behind me ! 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 
Absent thee from felicity awhile. 
And in this hardi world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my story* — 0, 1 die, Horatio ; 
The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit ; 
The rest is silence. [Diet 

Htr. Now cracks a noUe heart ^— Good-night, sweet princAi^; 
And digfats of angels sing thee to thy iMt ! 



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING 



Various soaroe* have be assigned, from which Shakspeare bcROwed .L« nuxj W 
%h eomedy ; Orlando Fnrioso, The Fadry QnoMi, and a novd of BaadeOo's, hav* 
<aeh been cited as famishin;; the original oonoeption of the plot. It is perhaps of little 
ionseqnenoe whence the poet drew his materials : the play itself is so fnU of life and 
character, so teeming with wit, poetry, and hnmor, as to reiu^or the mere snperstmctnre 
0B which the incidents are founded a matter of no account tu UiO general reader. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Don Fedko, Prince of Arragon. 

Don John, hia illegitimate brother. 

Claudio, a young lord of Florence, favorite to Don Pedro. 

Benedick, a young lord of 'Ptidun, favorite likewise to Don Pedro 

Leonato, governor of Meauna. 

Antonio, hia brother. 

Balthazar, eervant to Don Pedro. 

BoRACHio, ConRkDE, followers of Don John. 

DoGBEERT, Veroes, two foolish ojfficers. 

A Sexton, A Friar, A Boy, 

Hero, daughter to Leonato. 
Beatrice, niece to Leonato. 

Margaret, Ursula, gentlewomen attending on Heio. 
Messengers.Wdtch, and Attendants, 
SCENEy— Messina 



ACT I. 

SCENE I,— Before Leonato's House, 
Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and others, with a Massenger. 
Lem, I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of Arragon comes thii 
night to Messina. 
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Mess. He is very near by this ; he was not three leases off when 
1 left him. 

Lean, How many gentlemen have yon lost in this action 7 

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon, A victory is twice itself, when the achiever brings liome 
full numbers. I find here, that Don Pedro hath bestowed much 
Honor on a young Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mess, Much deserved on his part, and equally remembered by 
Don Pedro : He hath borne himself beyond the promise of his age ; 
doing, in the figure of* a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, 
better bettered expectation, than you must expect of me to tell you 
how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very much glad 
ofit. 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters and there appears 
much joy in him ; even so much, that joy could not show itself 
modest enough, without a badge of bitterness. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears ? 

Mess. In great measure. 

Leon. A lund overflow of kindness: There are no faces truer 
tlian those that are so washed. How much better is it to weep at 
joy, than to joy at weeping ? 

Beat. I pray you, is signior Montanto returned frcHn the wars, 
or no? 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there was none such in 
the army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mess. O, he is returned, and as pleasant as ever he was. 

Beat. I pray you, how many hath he killed and eaten in these 
wars ? But how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised to 
eat all of his killmg. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too much ; but hell 
be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp to eat it : he is a « 
very valiant trencher-man, \ie hath an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady ; — ^But what is he to a lord ? 

Mess, A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed with all honor« 
able virtues. 

Beat, It is so, indeed : he is no less than a stuffed man : but for 
the stuffinff, — WeD, we are all mortal. 

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece : there is a kind of 

merry war betwixt signior Benedick and her : they never meet, but 

there is a skirmish of wit beiween them. 

^ Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our last conflict, four of 

his five wits went nalting off, and 5w is the old man governed with 
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one : so that if he have wit enough to keep himself wann, kt him 
bear it for a difference between himself and his horse ; for it is all 
the wealth that he hath left, to be known a reasonable creature.— 
Who is his companion now ? He hath every month a new sworn 
brother. 

Mess, Is it possible ? 

Beat, Very easily possible : he wears his faith but as the fashion 
of his hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

Mess, I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books. 

BecU, No : an he were, I would bum my study. But, I pray you, 
who is his companion ? 

Mess, He is most in the company of the right noble Claudio. 

Beat, O! he will hang upon him like a disease: he is sooner 
caught than the pestilence: and the taker runs presently mad. 
Heaven help the noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick, it 
will cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat, Do, good friend. 

Leon, You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat, No, not till a hot January. 

Mess, Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Don Pedro, attended hy Balthazar and others^ Don Johh, 
Claudio, and Benedick. 

D, Pedro, Good signior Leonato, you are come to meet your 
trouble: the fashion of the world is to avoid cost, and you en- 
counter it. 

Leon, Never c^me trouble to my house in the likeness of your 
grace ; for trouble being gone, comfort should remain ; but when 
you depart from me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

D. Pedro, You embrace your charge too willingly. — ^I think, this 
is your daughter. 

Leon, Her mother hath many times told me so. 

D, Pedro, Be happy, lady, for you are like an honorable father. 
, Bene, If siffnior Leonato be her father, she would not have hia 
head on her shoulders, for all Messina, as like him as she is. 

Beat, I wonder that you will still be talking, signior Benedick; 
nobody marks you. 

Bene, What, my dear lady Disdain ! are you yet living ? 

Beat, Is it possible, disdain should die, wnile she hath such meet 
food to feed it, as signior Benedick ? Courtesy itself must convert 
to disdain, if you come in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn- coat : — ^But it is certain, I am loved 
of all ladies, only you excepted : aiid I would I could find in my heart 
that I had not a hard heart : for, truly, I love none. 

Beat, A dear happiness to woman ; they would else have beon 
troubled with a pernicious suitor. I had rather hear my dog bark at 
a crow, than a man swear he loves me. 
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Bene. Heaven keep your ladyship still in that mind ! so some geiv 
tleman or other shall ^scape a predestinate scratched face. 

Beat. Scratching coula not make it worse, an 'twere sach a face 
as yours were. 

Bene, Well, yon are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast of yours. 

Bene. I would, my horse had the speed of your tongue ; and so 
good a continuer.: But keep your way ; I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade's .trick ; I know yon of old. 

2>. Pedro. This is the sum of all : — Leonato, — signior Claudio, and 
siffnior Benedick, — my dear friend Leonato hath invited you all. I 
teU him, we shall stay here at the least a month ; and he heartily 

Erays some ocpasion may detain us longer : 1 dare swear he is no 
ypocrite, but prays from his heart. 

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be forsworn. — ^Let me 
bid you welcome, my lord: being reconciled to the prince your 
brother, I owe you all duty. 

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many words, but I thank you. 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

D. Pedro, Your hand, Leonato ; we will go together. 

[Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of signior Leonato? 

Bene. I noted her not : but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

Bene. Do you question me as an honest man should do, for my 
simple true judgment ; or would you have me speak after my cus- 
tom, as being a professed tyrant to their sex ? 

Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment. 

Bene. Why, i' faith, methinks she is too low for a high praise, too 
brown for a fair praise, and too little for a great praise : only this 
commendation I can aflford her ; that were she other than she is, she 
were unhandsome ; and being no other but as she is, I do not like 
her. 

Claud. Thou thinkest I am in sport; I pray thee, tell me truly 
how thou likest her ? 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after her ? , 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak you this with a 
sad brow ? or do you play tlie flouting jack ; to tofl us Cupid is a 
good hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key 
shall a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady that ever I looked 
on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see no such matter : 
there's her cousin, an she were not possessed with a fury, exceeds 
her as much in beauty, as the first of May doth the last of December. 
But 1 hope, you have no intent to turn husband ; have you ? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had sworn the con« 
trarv, if Hero would be my wife. 
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Bene. Is it come to this, i' faith ? Hath not the world one nuin, 
but he will wear his cap with suspicion ? Shall I never see a bache- 
lor of three-score again 7 Go to, i' faith : an thou wilt needs thrust 
diy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. 
Iiooky Don Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

2>. Pedro, What secret hath held you here, that you followed not 
to Leonato's ? 

Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me to teU. 

/>. Pedro. I charge tSee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, count Claudio : I can be secret as a dumb man, 
I would have you tliink so ; but on my allegiance, — mark you tlds, 
on my allegiance : — ^He is in love. With who ? — ^now that is your 
grace's part. — ^Mark, how short his answer is ; With Hero, Leonato's 
short daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : " it is not so, nor 'twas not so: 
but, indeed. Heaven forbid it should be so." 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly. Heaven forbid it should 
be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is very well 
worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be loved, nor know how 
she should be worthy, is the opinion that fire cannot melt out of me ; 
I will die in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the despite of 
beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintsdn his part, but in the force of his 
will. 

Bene. Because I will not do them the wrong to mistrust any 
woman, I will do myself the right to trust none ; and the fine is, (for 
the which I may go the finer,) I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my lord ; not 
with love : prove, that ever I lose more blood with love, than I will 
get again with drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's 
pen, and hang me up for tne sign of blind Cupid. 

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this faith, tliou wilt 
prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do,hang me in a bottle like a cat, and shoot at me ; and* 
>e that hits me, let him be clapped on the shoulder, and called Adam, 
4* 
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D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 

In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene. Tlie savage bull may ; but if ever the sensible Benediclr 
bear it, pluck ofifthe bull's horns, and set them in my forehead : and 
«et me be vilely painted ; and in such great letters as they write, Here is 
good horse to hire, let them signify under my sign, — Here you may see 
nenedickj the married man. 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou would'st be horn-mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his quiver in Venice, 
thou wilt quake for this snortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize Mith the hours. In the 
meantime, good signior Benedick, repair to Leonato's ; commend me 
to him, ana tell him, I will not fau him at supper ; for, indeed, he 
hath made CTeat preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for such an embassage ; 
and so I commit you— 

Claud. To the tuition of Heaven : From my house, (if I had it)— 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving friend. Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not : The body of your discourse is 
sometime guarded with fragments, and the guards are but slightly 
basted on neither : ere you flout old ends any further, examine yom 
conscience ; and so I leave you. [Exit BENEDfCK. 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me good. 

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach; teach it but how. 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she's his only heir : 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Clattd. O my lord. 

When vou went onward on this ended action, 
I look'd upon her with a soldier's eye. 
That lik'd, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love ; 
But now I am retum'd, and that vyar-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires. 
All promptinff me how feir young Hero is, 
Saying, I lik*d her ere I went to vrars. 

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 
And I will break with her, and with her father, 
And thou shalt have her : Was't not to this end, 
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love's grief by his con plexion ! 
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But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 

Z>. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than the flood ? 
The fairest grant is the necessity : 
Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once, thou lov'st ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
[ know, we shall have revelling to-nigh^ ; 
( will assume thy part in some disguise. 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 
And in her bosom Fll unclasp my heart. 
And take her hearing prisoner with the force 
Vnd strong encounter of my amorous tale : 
Then, after, to her father will I break ; 
And ti.e couclusion is, she shall be thine : - 
tn practice lot us put it presently. [Exeunt, 



ACT U. 

SCENE L— A Haa in Leonato's House, 
Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, and others, 

Leon,^ Was not count John here at supper ? 

Ant. I saw him not. 

Beat, How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never can see him, but 
I am heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made just in the mid- 
way between him and Benedick ; ^e one is too like an image, and 
says nothing ; and the other, too like my lady's eldest son, evermore 
tattling. 

Lem. Then half signior Benedick's tongue in count John's mouth, 
and half count John's melancholy in signior Benedick's face, — 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and money enough 
in his purse, such a man would win any woman in the world, — ^if he 
could get her good will. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee a husband, if 
thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ani. Well, niece, [to Hero,] I trust you will be ruled by youi 
&ther. 

Beat. Yes, faith ; it's my cousin's duty to make courtesy, and say, 
Father, as i, please you : — ^but yet for all that, cojosin, let him be a 
handsome fellow, or else make another courtesy, and say. Father, as 
it please me. 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted with a hus- 
band. 

Beat. Not till men are made of some other metal than earth. 
Would it not grieve a woman to be over-mastered with a piece of 
valiant dust ? to make an account of her life to a clod of wayward 
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marl 7 No, uncle, I'll hold none. Adam's sons are my brethren ; and 
truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

heoTu Daughter, remember what I told you : if the prince do 
solicit you in Uiat kind, you know your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if you be not woo'd 
in good time : if the prince be too important, tell him, there is measure 
in every thins;, and so dance out the answer. For hear me. Hero ; 
v^rooing, wedmng, and repenting, is as a Scotch jig, a measure, and a 
cinque-pace : the first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full 
as fantastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a measure full of 
state and ancientry ; and then comes repentance, and, with his bad 
legs, falls into the cinque-pace faster ana faster, till he sink into hia 
grave. 

heon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

BeaX. I have a good eye, uncle, I can see a church by daylight 

l^con. The revellers are entering ; brother, make good room. 

The Plot arranged by I>ob Pedro, b carried into execution at the masked Ball given 
by Leonato. The Prince dtsgnised as Clandio, wooes Hero, and obtains confession of hei 
ove. He also breaks the matter to Leonato, who cheerfully consents to the union of his 
daughter with Clandio. 

Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, and Hero, now undertake to bring Beoedick and 
Beatrice * into a mountain of aflfection. ' — ^Their plans are carried out in the two folio w« 
iag scenes. 

SCENE III.— Leonato's Gard^i. 
Enter Benedick and a Boy. 

Bene. Boy, — 

Boy, Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring it hither to me ii' 
the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, siik 

Bene, I know that ; — but I would have thee hence, and here again. 
[Exit Boy.] — I do much wonder, that one man, seeing how much 
another man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviors to love, will, 
after he hath laughed at such shallow follies in others, become the 
argument of his ovni scorn, by falling in love : And such a man is 
Claudio. I have known when there was no music with him but the 
drum and fife ; and now had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe •• 
I have known, when he would have walked ten mile afoot, to see a 
good armor ; and now will he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion 
of a new doublet.^ He was wont to speak plain, and to the .purpose, 
like an honest man, and a soldier ; and now is he turn'd orthographeri 
his words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many strange dishes. 
May Ibe so converted, and see with these eyes ? I cannot tell ; I 
think not : I will not be sworn, but love may transform me to an 
oyster ; but Til take my oath on it, till he hath made an oyster of me, 
he shall never make me such a fool. One woman is fair ; yet I am 
well : auother is wise ; yet I am well : another virtuous ; yet I am 
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well : but till all graces be in one woman, one woman shall not come 
in my grace. Rich, she shall be, that's certain ; wise, or Fll none ; 
virtuous, or 111 never cheapen her ; fair, or Fll never look on her ; 
mild, or come not near me ; noble, or not I for an angel ; of good 
discourse, an excellent musician, and her hair shall be of what color 
it please. Ha ! the prince and monsieur Love ! I will hide me in 
the arbor. [ WUhirawi. 

Enter Don Pedro, I^eonato, and Clauiio. 

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ? 

Claud, Yea, my good lord : — How still the evening is, 
As hush*d on purpose to grace harmony ! 

Z>. Pedro, See you where Benedick hath hid himself? 

Claud. O, very well, my lord : the music ended, 
We'll fit the kid fox with a pennyworth. 

Enter Balthazar, ujiih music. 

D, Pedro, Come Balthazar, we'll hear that song agiin. 

BaUh, O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 

2>. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency, 
To put a strange face on his own perfection : — 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

'BaUh, Because you talk of wooing, I will sing : 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes ; 
Yet he will swear, he loves. 

D, Pedro, Nay, pray thee, come : 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes. 

BaUh. Note this before my notes. 

There's not a note of mine that's worth Ihe noting. 

D. Pedro. Why these are very crotchets that he speaks ; 
Note, notes, forsooth, and noting ! [Mut%& 

Bern. Now, Divine air ! now is his soul ravished ! 

Balthazar svngs. 

I. Sigh no more, ladies^ sigh no more; 
Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea, and one on shore; 
To one thing constant never: 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go. 
And he you bli&e and bonny ; 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny, 
II. Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
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llteirttmd^men was ever so, 
Since summer first toas leavy. 
Then sigh not so, &c. • 

D. Pedro, By my tj oth, a good song. 

Balih, And an ill si jger, my lord. 

Ctaud. Ha ? no , no, faith ; thou sinffest well enough for a smft- 

Bene, [Aside.] — An he had been a dog, that should have howled 
Jius, tiiey would have hanged him : ana, I pray Heaven his bad 
voice bode no mischief ! I had as lief have heard the night raven, 
come what plague could have come after it. 

D, Pedro, Yea, marry ; [to Claudio.I — ^Dost thou hear, Baltha- 
zar? I pray thee, get us some excellent music; for to-morrow 
night we would have it at the lady Hero's chamber-window. 

Balth. The best I can, my lord. 

D, Pedro, Do so : farewell. [Exeunt Balthazar and music.] 
Come hither, Leonato : What was it you told me of to-day ? that 
your niece Beatrice was in love with signior Benedick ? 

Claud, O, ay: — Stalk on, stalk on: the fowl sits. [Aside to 
Pedro.] — I did never think that lady would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but most wonderful, that she should so 
dote on signior Benedick, whom she hath in all outward behavior? 
seemed ever to abhor. 

^671^. Is't possible ? Sits the wind in that comer ? [Aside. 

Leon, By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to think of it ; but 
that she loves him with an enraged affection, — ^it is past the Infinite 
of thought. 

D. Pedro. May be, she d#th but counterfeit 

Claud, 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. Counterfeit ! There never was counterfeit of passi^m came 
•o near the life of passion, as she discovers it 

D, Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she 7 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. [Aside, 

Jjeon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit you,— 
You heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze me : I would 
have thought her spirit had been invincible against all assaults of 
affection. 

fjeon, I would have sworn it had, my lord; especially against 
Benedick. 

Bene. [Aside.] — ^I should think this a gull, but that the white- 
bearded fellow speaks it ; knavery cannot, sure, hide itself in such 
reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta'en the infection ; hold it up. [Aside, 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to Benedick ? 

Leon. No ; and swears she never will : that's her torment. 

Claud. 'Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter says : Shall /, sayi 



MUCH ADO ABOXn* NOTHING. 63 

she, that have so oft encountered him with seamy write to him that 1 
hve him ? 

Leon, This says she now when she is beginning to write to him : 
for she'll be up twenty times a night : and there will she sit till she 
have writ a sheet of paper : — my daughter tells ns all. Then she 
will tear the letter into a thousand ludf-pence ; rail at herself, that 
she should write to one that she knew would flout her : / measure 
himj says she, by my own spirit ; for I would flout him^ if he tarit to 
me ; yea, thyugh I love him, I should. 

Claud, Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, beats 
her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses ; — O su?eet Benedick ! 

Leon. She doth indeed ; my daughter says so : and the ecstasy 
hath so much overborne her, that my daughter is sometimes afraid 
she will do a desperate outrage to herself : it is very true. 

2>. Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it by some odier, 
if she wiU not discover it. 

Claud. To what end ? He would but make a sport of it, and 
torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro, An he should, it were an alms to hanp^ him : She's an 
excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all sosiHcion, she is virtuous. 

Cland. And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, being her uncle 
and her guardian. 

D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotage on me ; I would 
have daff'd all other respects, and made her half myself: I pray you, 
tell Benedick of it, and near what he will say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud. Hero thinks surely, she will die ; for she says, she will 
die if he love her not ; and she will die ere she makes her love 
known : and she will die if he woo her, rather than she will 'bate 
one breadth of her accustomed crossness. 

D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make tender of her love, 
'tis very possible he'll scorn it : for the man, as you know all, hath a 
contemptuous spirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

D. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward happiness. 

Claud. And in my mind, very wise. 

D. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you ; and in the managing of 
quarrels you may say he is wise ; for either he avoids them with 
great discretion, or undertakes them with a most Christian-like 
fear. Well, I am sorry for your niece : Shall we go see Benedick, 
and tell him of her love ? 

Claud, Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it out with good 
tounsel. 

Leon. Nay, tliat's impossible ; she may wear her heart out first 
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D, Pedro, Well, we'll hear further of it by your daugh er : let i- 
cool the while. I love Benedick well : and I could wish he would 
modestly examine himself to see how much he is unworthy so good 
a lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Claud. If he do not doat on her upon this, I will never trust my 
expectation. \_Aside. 

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for her : and that 
must your daughter, and her gentlewoman carry. The sport will 
be, when they hold one an opinion of another's dotage, and no such 
matter ; that's the scene that I would see, which will be merely a 
dumb show. Let us send her to call him to dinner. [Astde, 

[Exeunl Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonatu 
Benedick advances from the arbor. 

Bene. This can be no trick : The conference was sadly borne. — 
They have the truth of this from Hero. They seem to pity the 
lady ; it seems, her affections have their full bent Love me ! why, 
it must be requited. I hear how I am censured : they say, I wUl 
bear myself proudly, if I perceive the love come from her ; tney say 
too, that she will rather aie than give any sign of affection. — ^I did 
never think to marry — ^I must not seem proud : — ^Happy are they 
that hear their detractions, and can put them to mending. They 
say, the lady is fair ; 'tis a truth, I can bear them witness : and vir- 
tuous — 'tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, but for loving me :■— 
By my troth, it is no addition to her wit ; — ^nor no great argument 
of her folly, for 1 will be horribly in love with her. — I may chance 
have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, because I 
have railed so long against marriage: But doth not the appetite 
alter ? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot endure 
in his age : Shall quips, and sentences, and these paper bullets of the 
brain, awe a man from the career of his humor? No: When I 
said, I would die a bachelor, I did not think I should live tUl I were 
married. — Here comes Beatrice : By this day, she's a fair lady : I do 
spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you come in to dmner. 

Bene. Pair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, than you take paLw 
to thank me ; if it had been painful, I would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure then in the message ? 

Beat. Yea, just so mtich as you may take upon a knife's point, 
and choke a daw withal : — You have no stomacn, signior ; fare you 
well. [Exit. 

Bem^ Ha ! Against my will I am sent to hid you come to dinner 
—there's a double meaning in that. I took no mxyre pains- for those 
thanks, than you took pains to thaiik me — ^that's as much as to say, 
Any pains that 1 take for you is as easy as thanks : — If I do not take 
pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a Jew : I will 
go gp» her picture. [Exit, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Leonato's Garden. 
Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, ran thee into the parlor ; 
There thou shalt find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing with the prince and Claudio : 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard'st us ; 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honeysuckles, ripen'd by the sun. 
Forbid the sun to enter ; — ^like favorites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it :— there will she hide her, 
. To listen our purpose : This is thy office. 
Bear thee weu in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, presently. 5Wfe 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come^ 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 
Our talk must onlv be of Benedick ; 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more thfui ever man did merit : 
My talk, to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hear-say. Now begin ; 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference, 

Urs. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream. 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture : 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. — 

[They advance U the hmeef 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, her sj»irits are as coy and wild 
As haggards* of the rock. 

Urs. But are you sure 

Tliat Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 

* A species of hawks. 
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Urs. And did they bid yon tell her of it madam f 

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it: 
But I persuacled them, if thev lov'd Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with afiection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of u. 

Urs, Why did you so ? 

Hero, Nature never framed a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice : 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love, 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endeared. 

Urs, Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, l*st she make sport at it 

Hero, Why, you speak truth : I never yet saw nM^ 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 
But she would spell him backward : if fair^faced. 
She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antic. 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a laSce ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut : 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 
If silent^ why, a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out ; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Urs, Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable* 

Hero, No : not to be so odd, and from all fashion^ 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 
But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak. 
She'd mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, hke cover'd fire. 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better deam than die with mocks. 

Urs, Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will say. 

Hero, No ; rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion : 
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One doth not know, 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. "* 

Urs, O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit, 
As she is priz'd to have,) as to refuse 
80 rare «. g* ^eman as signior Benedick. 
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Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument, and valor, 
GkK*8 foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere ne had it. — 
When are you married, madam ? 

Hero. Why, every day ; — ^to-morrow : Come, go in ; 
I'll show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel, 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs. She's lim'd, I warrant you ; we have caught her, madam. 

Hero. If it proves so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

[Exeunt Hero and Ursula. 

]^EATRIC£ advances. 

Beat. What fire is in my eate ? Can this be true ? 

St^d I condemn'd for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No gtory lives behind the back of such. 
And Benedick, love on, I will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our loves up m a holy band : 
For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. [ExU, 

Beatrice and Benedick are raooessf ally; played npon, and a mntnal affection frowt np 
between tliem. 

A double plot is now developed. Don John, brother to Pedro, wi enTions, dis- 
contented man, is jealont of Claodio's interest with tlie Prince, and d^ervines to revenga 
himself. For this purpose he pfauM with his servant, Borachio, to throw suspicion on th« 
character of Hero. Don John undertakes to place the Prince and Claudio within hearing, 
near Hero's chamber window, while Borachio addresses Mai^ret, Heroes waiting woman^ 
by the name of her mistress, while she returns the greeting most familiariy. 

Borachio, returning from this interview, meets his fellow servant, Conrade, to whon 
he discloses the business he had been engaged in. They are overheard by the city watch, 
and are taken in custody. 

The following scene introduces one of Shakspeare's most celebrated characters. 
Dogberry, the constable, is a masterpiece of humor,— the type of a class, the ignorant 
■npercilions *' Jack in office." 

SCENE m.— A Street. 
Enter Dogberry and Verges, vnth the Watch. 
D(^b. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should suffer salvation, 
Dody and soul. 
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Dogb, Nay, that were a pnnishmenl' too good for them, if thet 
should have any allegiance in them, being chosen for the princeY 
watch. 

Verg, Well, give them their charge, neighbor Dogberry. 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desartless man to be con» 
stable? 

1st Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal ; for they can 
write and read. 

Dogl. Come hither, neighbor Seacoal : Heaven hath blessed yow 
^nth a good name : to be a well-favored man is the gift of fortune ; 
but to write and read comes by nature. 

2nd Watch, Both which, master constable, 

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your answer. Well, for 
your fevor, sir, why, give Heaven thanks, and make no boast of it ; 
and for your writing and reading, let that appear when there is no 
need of such vanity. You are thought here to be the most senseless 
and fit man for the constable of the watch, therefore bear you the 
lantern : This is your charge ; You shall^ comprehend all vagrom 
men ; you are to bid any man stand, in the prince's name. 

2Tid Watch. How if be will not stand ? 

D(^b. Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go; and 
presently call the rest of the watch together, and thank Heaven you 
are rid of a knave. 

Verff. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none of the 
prince s subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none but the prince's 
subjects : — You shall also make no noise in the streets ; for, for the 
watch to babble and talk, is most tolerable and not to be endured. 

2nd Watch. We v/Ul rather sleep than talk ; we know what belongs 
to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet watchman ; 
for I cannot see how sleeping should offend : only, have a care that 
your bills be not stolen : — Well, you are to call at ail thtf ale-houses 
and bid those that are drunk get them to bed. 

2nd Watch, How if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are sober ; if they make 
you not then the better answer, you may say they are not tne men 
you took them for. 

2nd Watch. Well, sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, by virtue of youf 
office, to be no true man : and for such kind of men, the less you 
meddle or make with them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

2nd Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we not lay hands 
on him ? 

Dogb. Truly, by your office, you may ; but, I think, they that 
touch pitch will be defiled : the mopt peaceable way for you, if you 
do take a thief, is, to let him show himself what he is, and steal out 
of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful man, partner. 
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Dogb. Truly, I wonld not hang a dog by my wiH ; much mofe a 
man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you must call to the 
niurse, and bid her still it 

27id WeUch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will not hear us 1 

Dogb, Why, then, depart in peace, and let the child wake her witJi 
crying ; for the ewe that will not hear her lamb when it *bae8, will 
never answer a calf when he bleats. 

Verg, 'Tis very true. 

Dogb, This is the end of the charge. You, constable, are to pre- 
eent &e prince's own person ; if you meet the prince in the night, 
you ma^ stay hun. 

Verg, Nay, by'r lady, that, I think, he cannot 

Dogb, Five shillings to one on't, with any man that Knows the 
statues, he may stay mm : marry, not without the prince be willing : 
fyr, indeed, the watch ought to c^nd no man ; and it is an offence 
to stay a man against his will. 

Verg. By'r lady, I think it be so. 

Dogb, Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good night : an there be any 
matter of weight chances, call up me : keep your fellows' counseb 
and your own, and good night. — Come, neignlx>r. 

2nd Watch, WeU, masters, we hear our charee : let us go sit here 
upon the church-bench till two, and then all to bed. 

Dogb, One word more, honest neighbors : I pray you, watch about 
signior Leooato's door; for the wedding bemg there to-morrow, 
there is a great coil to-night : Adieu, be vigilant,! beseech you. 

[Exeunt Dogberry ani verges.' 

Enier Borachio and Conrade. 

Bora, What! Conrade, — 

Watch, Peace, stir' not. [Atiii. 

Bora, Conrade* I say ! 

Con, Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora, Stand thee close then under this pent-house, for it drizzles 
rain ; and I will, like a true drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Watch, [Aside,] — Some treason, masters ; yet stand close. 

Bora, Therefore know, I have earned of Don John a thousand 
ducats. 

Con, Is it possible that any villany should be so dear ? 

Bora, Thou should'st rather ask, if it were possible any villany 
should be so rich ; for when rich villains have need of poor ones, 
poor ones may make what price they will. 

Con, I wonder at it. 

Bora. That shows, thou art unconfirmed . Thou knowest, that the 
foshion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Con. Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora, I mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 
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Bora, Tush ! I may as well say, the fool's the fooL Bat seert 
thou not what a deformed thief this fashion is ? 

W/itch. I know that Deformed ; he has been a vile thief this seven 
year ; he goes up and down like a gentleman : I remember his name. 

[Asdtk. 

Bora, Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No ; 'twas the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief this fashi(m is ? 
now giddily he turns about all the hot bloods, between fourteen and 
five imd thirty ? 

Con. All this I see ; and see, that the fashion wears out more 
apparel than the man : But art not thou thyself giddy with the fashion 
too, that thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me of the 
fashion? 

Bora. Not so neither, but know, that I have to-night wx)oed Mar- 
garet, the lady Hero's gentlewoman, hy the name of Hero; she leans 
me out at her mistress' chamber window, bids me a thousand times 
good ni^t, — ^I tell this tale vilely : — ^I should first tell thee how the 
prince, Claudio, and my master, planted, and placed, and possessed by 
my master Don John, saw afar off in the orchard this amiaUe en- 
coimter. 

Con. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora, Two of them did, the prince and Claudio, but my master 
knew she was Margaret ; and partly by his oaths, which first pos- 
sessed them, partly by the dark night, which did deceive them, but 
chiefly by my villany, which did confirm any slander that Don John 
had made, away went Claudio enraged ; swore he would meet her as 
he was appointed, next morning at the temple, and there, before the 
whole congregation, shame her with what he saw over-night, and 
send her home agam without a husband. 

1st WatcJu We charge you in the prince's name, stand. 

find Watch. Call up me right master constable : we have here re- 
covered the most dangerous piece of villany. that ever was known in 
the commonwealth. 

1st Watch, And one Deformed is one of them. 

Con. Masters, masters. 

2nd Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed forth, I warrant you, 

Con. Masters, — 

1st Watch. Never speak ; we charge you, let us obey you to gc 
with us. 

Bora. We are likely to prove a goodly commodity, being taken up 
of these men's bills. 

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant you. ' Come, we'll 
obey you. [ExiU 
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ACT IV. 

dsndto, deceived by the machinatioas of Don John, believes Hero to bo aafailhral. 

Ob the day appointed for the nuuriage, he attends in the chnrcb, and, before the 
■wembled gnests, denonnuet Hero as being false, and refuses to marry her— Hero swoom 
•• hearing the charge, and Clandio and his friends retire. The Priest or Friar « 
to perform the nuptial ceremony, interferes to appease the wrath of Leonato. 

Enter Friar, Hero, Leonato, Benedick, and Beatrici. 

Friar, Hear me a little ; 
For I have only been silent so long, 
And given way unto this course of fortune. 
By noting of the lady ; I have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel witnesses bear away those blushes ; 
And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire. 
To bum tbe errors that these pnncea hold 
Against her maiden truth : — CaU me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations. 
Which with experimental zeal doth warrant 
The tenor of my book ; trust not my age. 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity. 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error^ 

Leon, Friar, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left, 
Is, that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury ; she not denies it : 
Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness? 

Friar, Laay, what man is he you are accus'd of? 

Hero, They know, that do accuse me ; I know none: 
If I know more of any man alive. 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy ! — O my father. 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, . 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar, There is some strange misprision in the princeii 

Bene, Two of them have the very bent of honor; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of viUanies. 

Leon, I know not ; If they speak but truth of her. 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honor, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mme, 
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Nor age bo eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 

Nor my ted life reft me so much of friends, 

But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind, ^ 

Both strength of limb, and policy of mind. 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me of tliem thoroughly. 

jPVtor. Pause a while, 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in. 
And publish it that she is dead indeed : 
Maintain a mourning ostentation ; 
And on your family^ old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

hexm. What shall become of this ? What will this do t 

Friar, Marry, tiiis, well carried, shall on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse ; that is some good ; 
She ^ng, as it must be so maintsunM, 
Upon the instant that she was accus'd, 
Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus'd. 
Of every hearer : For it so falls out. 
That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
WhUes we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost. 
Why, then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours : So will it fare with Claudio : 
When he shall hear she died upon his words. 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 
And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparell'd in more precious habit, 

More moving-delicate, and full of life, 1 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul, | 

Than when she lived indeed : — ^then shall he mourn, 
And wish he had not so accus'd her ; 

No, though he thought his accusation true. | 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success I 

Will fashion the event in better shape ■ 

Tlmn I can lay it down in likelihood. J 

But if all aim but this be levell'd false. 
The supposition of the lady's death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
(As best befits her wounded reputation,) 
In some reclusive and religious life, 
Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 
Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you: 
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And though, you know, my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honor, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly as your soul 
Should with your body. 

heon. Being that I flow in grief, 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar. *Tis well consented ; presently away ; 
For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure. — 
Come, lady, die to live ; tliis wedding day, 
Perhaps, is but prolong'd ; have patience, and endure. 

[Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leonakk 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all thje while ? 

Beat. Yea, and 1 will weep awhile longer. 

Bene. I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is wrong'd. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that would 
right her. 

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship ? 

Beat. A very even way,i)ut no such friend. 

Be7t6. May a man do it? 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as you ; Is not that 
strange? 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not : It were as possible «for 
me to say, I loved nothing so well as you : but believe me not ; and 
vet I lie not ; I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing : — ^I am sorry for 
my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me^ 

Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me ; and I will make him 
eat it, that says, I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it : I protest, I love 
thee. 

BecU. Why then. Heaven forgive me ! 

Bene. What offence, sweet !lfeatrice ? 

Beat. You have staid me 4n a happy hour; I was about to pro> 
test I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart that none is »eft to 
pfotest. 

Bend. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kOl me to deny it : Farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, thougn 1 am here j -There is no love in you v— 

5 
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Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene, Beatrice^ — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. Well be friencb first 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than figlt with miM 
enemy. 

Bene. Is Clandio thine enemy 7 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, that hath slan- 
dered, scorned, dishonored my kinswoman 7 — O, that I were a man ! 
—What I heax her in hand until they come to take hands ; and then 
with public accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated rancor.— O 
Heaven, that I were a man ! I would eat his heart in the market- 
place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window 7 — a proper saying. 

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Sweet Hero !— ^e is wronged, she is slandered, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat— 

Beat. Princes, and counties 7 Surely, a princely testimony, a 
goodly count-confect ; a sweet gallant, surely ! O that I were a man 
lor his sake ! or that I had any friend woula be a man for my sake ! 
But manhood is melted into courtesies, valor into compliment, and 
men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too : he is now as 
valiant as Hercules, that only tells a lie, and swears it : — ^I cannot be 
a man with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tany, sc»d Beatrice : By this hand, I love thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than sweariuff by it. 

Bene. Tbink you in your soul the count Claudio ham wronged 
Hero 7 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a souL 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I wifi challenge him ; I will kiss 
your hand, and so leave you : By this hand, Claudio shall render me 
a dear account : As you hear of me, so tt^nk of me. Go, comfort 
your cousin : I must say, she is dead ; and so, fiireweU. [Exeunt 

SCENE n.— A Prison. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, ingoums; and the Watch 
toUh CoNRADE and BoRAcmo. 

Dogb. Is our whole dissemUy appeared 7 

Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors 7 

Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg. Nay, that's certain ; we have the exhibition to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be examined ! 
let them come before master constable. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — What is youl 
name, friend ? 

Bora. Borachio. 
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Vogh, Pray write down — ^Borachio. ^Yours, sirmh ? 

Con, I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conrade. 

Dogh. Write down — master gentleman Conrade. — ^Masters, it is 
proved already that you are little better than false knaves ; and it will 
go near to be thonght so shortly. How answer you for yourselves 7 

CoTu Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb, A marveUous witty fellow, I assure you ; but I will go 
about with him. — Come you hither, sirrah ; a word in your ear, sir ; 
I say to you, it is thought you are false knaves. 

Bora, Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dogh, Well, stand aside. — ^Theyare both in a tal^; Have you 
writ down — that they are none ? 

Sexton, Master constable, you go not the way to examine ; you 
must call forth the watch that are their accusers. 

Dogh, Yea, marry, that's the eftest way : Let the watch come 
forth : Masters, I charge yon, in the prince's name, accuse these 
men. 

\st Watch, This man said, sir, that Don John, the prince's brother 
was a villain. 

Dogh. Write down — ^prince John a villain : — ^Why this is flat per- 
jury, to call a prince's brother — ^villain. 

Bora, Master constalde, — 

D(^h, Pray thee, feUow, peace ; I do not like thy look, I promise 
thee. 

Sexton, What heard you him say else ? 

2vd Watch, Marry, that he had received a thousand ducats of 
Don John, for accusmg the lady Hero wrongfully. 

Dogb, Fkt burglary, as ever was committed. 

Verg, Yea, by the mass, that it is. 

Sexton, Wliat else, fellow ? 

1st Watch, And that count Claudio did mean, upon his words, to 
dismce Hero before the whole assembly, and not marry her. 

Ik^h, O villain ! thou wUt be condemned into everlasting redemp* 
tion for this. 

Sexton, What else? 

2ni Watch, This is all. 

Sexton, And this is more, masters, than you can denv. Prince 
John is this morning secretly stolen away ; Hero was in this manner 
accused, in this very manner refused, and upon the grief of this, 
suddenly died. — ^Master constable, let these men be bound, and 
brought to Leonato's ; I will go befOTe and show him their examina* 
tion. [JEfxiU 

Dogh, Come, let them be opinioned. 

Vefg, Let them be in band. 

CoTi, Off, coxcomb ! 

D(^h, Where's the sexton? let him write down — ^the prince's 
officer, coxcomb.— Come, bind them : — ^Thou naughty varlet I 

Con, Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dogh, Dost thou not suspect my place ? Dost thou not suspect 
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my years : — O that he were here to write mo down— an ass ! but, 
masters, remember, that I am an ass ; though it be not written down, 
yet forget not that I am an ass : — ^No, thou villain, thou art full of 
aiety, as shall be proved upon thee by good witness. I am a wise 
fellow ; and, which is more, an officer ; and, which is more, a house- 
holder ; and, which is more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any is in Mes- 
sina ; and one that knows the law, go to ; and a nch fellow enough, 
go to ; and a fellow that hath had ?osses ; and one that hath two 

Swns, and every thing handsome about him : Bring him away. O, 
It I had been writ down— an ass ! [Exeunt 

ACT V. 

Hero** innocence it completely established by (Me confession of Borachio 

Claadio, on learning how unjustly he had accused his mistress, implores the fo^veness 

ofLeonato, and offers any reparation within his power— snpposiag that Hero it dead. 

Leonato invites him to oome to his House, " to-morrow morning**— and proposes to give 

him the hand of a niece of his, in marriage. Claudio consents. The next Scene winds 

np Uie story of this incomparable comedy. 

SCENE. — A Room in Leonato's House, 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, Ursula, Friar, 
and Hero. 

Friar, Did I not tell you she was innocent ? 

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accus'd her. 
Upon the error that you have heard debated : 
But Margaret was in some fault for this ; 
Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

AnL Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 

Bene, And so am I, being else by faith enfcrc'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a cluunber by yourselves ; 
And, when I send for you, come hither mask'd ! 
The prince and Claudio promised by this hour 
To visit me : — ^You know your office, brother ; 
You must be father to your brother's daughter, 
tknd give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladiet 

Ant. Which I will do with confimi'd countenance. 

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pams, I thini. 

Friar. To do what, signior 7 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them. — 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 
Youi niece regards me with an eye of favor. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her ; 'Tis most true, 

Bens. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Jjeon.. The sight, whereof, I think, you had from me, 
From Claudio and the prince ; But what's your will ? 
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Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 
In Uie estate of honorable marriage ; — 
In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

LeoTL My heart is with your liking. 

Friar: And my help. 

Here comes the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claddio, vntk Attendants. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assemWy. 

Lean. Good morrow, prince ; good morrow, Claudio ; 
We here attend you ; Are you yet determin'd 
Today to marry with my brother's daughter ? 

Claud. I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiop. 

Leon. Call her forth, brother, here's the friar ready. 

[Exit Auromo, 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick : Why, what's the matter, 
That you have such a February face, 
So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull : — 
Tush, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold. 

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies masked. 

Claud. Here come other reckonings. 
Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 

Claud. Why, then she's mine : Sweet, let me see your face. 

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand, 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar ; 
I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I lived, I was your other wife : {Unmasking, 
And when you lov'd, you were my other husband. 

Claud. Another Hero 7 

Hero. Nothing certainer ; 

One Hero died defam'd ; but I do live. , 

D. Pedro, The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 

Leon. She died my lord, but whiles her slander livec . 

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, after that the holy rites are ended, 
I'll tell you largely of fair Hero's death ; 
Meantime, let wonder seem familiar. 
And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. — ^Which is Beatrice ? 

Beat. I answer to that name ; {Unmaf^ing 

What is your will ? 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. No, no more than reason. 
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Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and Claudio^ 
llave been deceived ; for they swore you did. 

Beat. Do not you love me 7 

Bene, No, no more than reason. 

Beat. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are much deceiv'd ; for they swear, you did. 

Bene, They swore that you were almost sick for mo. 

Beat. They swore that you were well-ni^ dead for me. 

Bene, Tis no such matter : — ^Then you do not love me ? 

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gentleman. 

ClaTid, And I'll be sworn upon't, that he loves her : 
For here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A hal(in^ sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

Hero, And here's another. 

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket, 
Containhi^ her afiection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle f here's our own hands against our hearts !-« 
Come, I will have thee ; but, by this li^t, I take thee for pity. 

Beai, I would not deny you ; — ^but, by this good day, I yield upon 
great persuasion ; and, partly, to save your hfe, for t was told yov 
were in a consumption. 

Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth. [Kissing her, 

D. Pedro. How dost thou. Benedick the married man 7 

Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince ; a college of wit-crackers cannot 
flout me out of m^ humor : Dost thou think, I care for a satire, or an 
epiffram 7 No : if a man will be beaten with bndns, he shall wear 
nothing handsome about him : In brief, since I do propose to marry, 
I will think nothing to any purpose that the world can say against it ; 
and therefore never flout at me for what I have said against it ; for 
man is a giddy thing, and this is my conclusion.— For thy part, Clau- 
dio, I did think to Imve beaten thee ; but in that thou art like to be 
my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin. 

Clatid, I had well hoped, thou wouldfst have denied Beatrice, that 
I might have cudgelled thee out of thy single life, to make thee a 
double dealer ; which, out of question, thou wUt be, if my cousin do 
not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends : — ^let's have a dance ere we 
are married, that we may lighten our own hearty and our wives' 
heels. 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene. First, o' my word ; therefore, play music. — ^Prince, thou art 
sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a wife. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in flight, 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow; I'll devise thee brave 
punishments for him. — Strike up, pipers. [Dance, Exeunt 



MACBETH. 



^'The tmditkmary story of Macbeth, on whkk this Drama it favBifed, k nlated by 
HoOiiuhed, in his Chronicles, and also by Geoise Bachaaan ia his liatia ** Histacy •# 
8€0tlaBd.*» 

Sbakspeare is supposed to have availed himself of HoIliashed*s narrative in the ooa- 
atroction of this Play, as the incidents introdnoed by the Poet, am precisdy those narrataf 
by the chronicler. The sapematnral agency exercised by the Witches, may appear ta 
this enlightened age, to be beyond the bounds of credibility, but it should be i 
tkat in Shakspeare's time, the belief in witchcraft was universal. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Duncan, King of Scotland. 

Malcolm, Donalbain, At> son*. 

Macbeth, Banquo, generals of the Kin^a army. 

Macduff, Lbnox, Rosse, Menteth, Angus, Catiiness, nohUmen 

of Scotland.- 
Fleance, son to Banquo. 

SiwARD, Earl of Northumberland, general of the English force*. 
Young SiWARD, hia son. 
Seyton, an ojficer attending on Macbeth. 
Son to Macduff. 

An English Doctor. A Scotch Doctor. 
A Soldier. A Forter. An old Man. 
Lady Macbeth. 
Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth. 
Hecate, and three Witches. 

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, Attendants^ 
and Messengers. 
The Ghost of Banquo, and several other apparitions. 

BCENEy — in the end of the Fourth Act, lies in England ; through the 
rest of the Flay, in Scotland ; and, chiefly, at MACBETtfs Castle. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — An open Place. Thunder and Lightning, 
. Enter three Witches. 

1st Witch. When shall we three meet again, 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

2nd Witch. When the hurlyburly's done, 
When the battle's lost and won : 

Zrd Witch. That will be ere set of sun. 

1st Witch. Where the place ? 

2nd Witch. Upon the heath : 

Srd Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 

1st Witch. I come, Graymalkin ! 

All. Paddock caUs : — ^Anon. — 
Fair is foul, and foul is faiin "^, 

Hover through the fog ancTfilthy air. [Witches vanish 

SCENE n. — A Camp near Fores. Alarum wiihitu 

Enter King Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lehqx, loith Atteoduit^ 
meeting a bleeding Soldier. 

Dun. What bloody man is that ? He can report, 
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. This is the sergeant, 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
'Gainst my captivity : — ^Hail, brave friend ! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 
Wthou didst leave it. 

Sol. Doubtfully it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together. 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald 
(Worthy to be a rebel ; for, to that, 
The mmtiplying villanies of nature 
Do swarm upon him,) from tlie western isles 
Of Kernes and Gallowglasses is supplied ; 
But all's too weak : 

For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that nftme,) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel, 
Which smok'd with bloody execution, 
like valor's minion, 

Carv'd out his passage, till he fac'd the slave ; 
And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him. 
Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps. 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

Dun. O, valiant coiisin ! worthy gentleman ! 
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Sci. As whence the snn 'gins his reflection 
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break ; 
So from tlmt spring, whence comfort seem'd to come, 
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark. 
No sooner justice had, with valor arm'd, 
Compell'd these skipping kernes to trust their heels : 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage. 
With furbish'd arms, and new supplies of men. 
Began a fresh assault. 

Jhm. Dismay'd not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo 7 

Sol Yes ; 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion« 
But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Dum So well thy words blecome thee, as thy wounds ; 
They smack of honor both : — Go, get him surgeons. 

[Exii Sol^ehoOoML 

EraerRossE, 

Who comes here ? 

Mai. The worthy thane of Rosse. 

Len. What a haste looks through his eyes ! So should he look, 
That seems to speak things strange. 

Rosse. God save the king! 

Dun. Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane 7 

Rosse. From Fife, great king, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky, 
And fan our people cold. 
Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, *gan a dismal conflict : 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapp'd in proof, 
Confronted him with seff-compansons, 
Point against point rebeUious, arm *gainst arm, 
Curbing his lavish spirit : And, to conclude, 
The victory fell on us ; 

Dun. Great happiness ! 

Rosse. That now 
Sweno, the Norways' kinff, craves composition ; 
Nor would we deign him ourial of his men, 
Till he disbursed, at Saint Cobnes' inch. 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest. — Go, pronounce his present death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Rosse. Vi\ see it done. 

Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won. [ Exeunt 
6* 
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. SCENE m.--A Heath, Thunder 
ErUer the three Witches, 

\st Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ? - 

2nd Witch, Killing swine. 

3rd Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1st Witch, A sailor's wife had chestnuts in her lap, ^ 
And mounch'd and mounch'd and mounch'd y-^Qive me^ quoth I * 
Aroint thee, toitch ! the rump-fed ronyon cries. 
Hei husband's to Aleppo gone, master o' the Tiger : 
But in a sieve I'll thittier sail, 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
I'll do, I'U do, and I'U do. 

2nd Witch, I'll give thee a wind. 

1st Witch: Thou art kind. 

Zrd Witch, And I another. 

\st Witch, I myself have all the other • 
And the very ports they blow, 
All the quarters that they know 
I'the shipman's card. 
I will drain him dry as hay : 
Sleep shall, neither night nor day, 
Han^ upon his pent-house lid ; 
He shall live a man forbid : 
Weary sev'n-nights, nine times nine. 
Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 
Though this bark cannot be lost. 
Yet it shall be tempest-toss'd. 
Look what I have. 

2nd Witch, Show me, show me. 

1st Witch, Here I have a pilot's thum, 
Wreck'd as homeward he did come. [Drum wUhim 

3rd Witch. A drum, a drum : 
Macbeth doth come. 

All, The weird sisters, hand in hand. 
Posters of the sea and land, 
Thus do go about, about ; 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine. 
And thrice again, to make up nine : 
Peace ! — the charm's wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 

Macb, Sj f ml and fair a day I have not seen. 

Ban, How far is't call'd to Fores ? — ^What are these, 
So wither'd, and so wild in their attire ; 
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 
And yet are on't ? Live you ? or are you aught 
That man may question ? You seem to understand me, 
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B^ each at onco her choppy finger lavmg 
Upon her skinny lips :— You s]K>uld be women, 
And yet your bearos forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

Macb, Speak, if you can ;— What are you ? 

\sl WUch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to tbee, thane of Glamis ! 

2ni Wilck. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane of Cawdor I 

Zrd Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king hereafter. 

Ban. Good sir, why do yon start ; and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair ? — ^F tfa^ name of truths 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show 7 My noble partner 
You greet with present grace, and great prediction 
Of nm)le having, and of royal hope. 
That he seems wrapt witbial ; to me you speak not: 
If you can look into the seeds of time, 
And say, which grain will grow, and which will not ; 
Speak then to me, who neiuer beg, nor fear, 
Your favors, nor your hate. 

\st Witch. Hail ! 

2nd Witch. Hail ! 

Zrd Witch. HaU I 

1st Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2nd Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

Zrd Witch. Thy children shall be kmgs, though thou be ncne: 
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ! 

1st Witch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more : 
By Sinel's death, I know, I am thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor 7 the thane of Cawdor lives, 
A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king, 
Stands not wiuin the prospect of belief. 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence ? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting ? — Speak, I charge you. 

[Witches vanisk 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
And these are of them : Whither are they vanish'd 7 

Macb. Into the air : and what seem'd corporal, melted 
As breath into the wind. — ^*Would they had staid ! 

Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak about 7 
Or have we eaten of the insane root, 
That takes tha reason prisoner 7 

Macb. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Macb. And thane of Cawdor, too ; went it not so 7 

Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. Who's here 7 V 
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Enter RossE and Angus. 

Rosse. The king bath happily received, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success : and when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight, 
His wonders and his praises do contend, 
Which should be thine, or his : Silenc'd with that» 
In viewing o*er the rest o' the self-same day, 
He finds Uiee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail. 
Came post with post ; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence, 
And pour'd tiiem down before nim. 

Ang. We are sent, . 

To mve thee, from our royal master, thanks ; 
To herald thee into his sight, not pay thee. 

Rosse. And, for an earnest of a greater honor. 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor : 
In which addition, hml, most worthy thane ! 
For it is thine. 

Ban, What, can the devil speak true ? 

Macb, The thane of Cawdor lives ; Why do yoa 
In borrowed robes ? 

Ang, Who was the thane, Jives yet ; 

But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway ; or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage ; or that with both 
He labor'd in his country's wreck, I know not 
But treasons capital, confess'd, and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb, Glamis, and thane of Cawdor 

The greatest is beliind. — Thanks for your pains.— 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings. 
When those that gave tlie thane of Cawdor tf ma 
Promis'd no less to them ? 

Ban. That, trusted hom^ 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown. 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange 
^d oftentimes to win us to our harm, 
The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequences. — 
Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Macb. Two truths are told, 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme. — ^I thank you, gentlemen.— 
This supernatural soliciting 
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Cannot be ill ; cannot ve good : — If ill, 
Why hath it givren me earnest of success, 
Commencing in a truth ? I am thane of Cawdoi" : 
If ffood, why do I yield td that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix mj hair, " 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs, 
Against the use of nature ? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings : 
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical, 
Shakes so my single state of man, that function , 
Is smother'd in surmise ; and notliing is. 
But what is not. 

Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt. 

Mach, If chance will have me king, why, chance may crown ae 
Without my stir. 

Ban, New honors come upon him 

Like our strange garments ; cleave nok to their mould, 
But with the aid of use. 

. Mack ' Come what come may ; 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

Macb. Give me your favor : — my dull brain was wrought • 
With things forgotten. , Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are register'd where every day I turn 
The leaf to read them. — Let us toward the king. — 
Think upon what hath chanc'd ; and, at more time, . 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Macb. Till then, enough. — Come, friends. [J5?u«wil. 

Macbeth goes to Fores to pay his doty to King Dancan, who confirms him is hii titto 
of Thane of Cawdor, and as a farther proof of the royal favor, the King uuioaBoes hii 
intention of visiting Macbeth at his Castle in Inverness. Macbeth leaves the King to be 
toe " harbinger" of the monarch's proposed visit. 

The Scene changes to the Castle of Macbeth, and Lady Macbeth enters, reading a 
Ijetter she has just received from her husband. 

SCENE V. 

Inverness. A Room in Macbeth's Castle. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter' 
Lady M. They met me in the day if success ; and 1 have learned 
bythe perfectest report, they have more in them than mortal knowledge. 
When I burned in desire to question them further, they made them' 
selves — air, into which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the 
wonder of it, came missives from the king, who all-hailed me. Thane 
of Cawdor ; by which title, before, these weird sisters saluted me, and 
referred me to the coming on. of time, with, Hail, king that shalt be ' 
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This htve I thought good to deliver thee, my dearest jMrtntr cfmy 
greatness ; that mou mightest not lose the dues of refotdng^ by being 
Ignorant rf what greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 
farewell. 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 

What thou art promis'd : — ^Yet do I fear thy nature ; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness, 

To catch the nearest way. Thou would'st be great ; 

Art not without ambition ; but without 

The illness should attend it What thou would'st highly, 

That would'st thou holily ; would'st not play false, 

And yet would'st wrongly win : thou'dst have, gr^t Glamis, 

That which cries. Thus thou must do, if thou have it ; 

And that which raiher thou dost fear to do. 

Than vnshest should be undone. Hie thee hither. 

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 

And chastise with the valor of my tongue 

All that impedes thee from the solden round, 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 

To have thee crown'a withal. ^What is your tidings ? 

Enter an Attendant 

Atten, The king comes here to-night 

Lady M, , Thou'rt mad to say it: 

Is not thy master with him ? who, wer't so. 
Would liave inform'd for preparation. 

Atten, So please you, it is true ; our thane is coming : 
One of my fellows had the speed of him : 
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would take up his message. 

Lady M, Give him tending. 

He brings good news. The raven himself is hoarse, 

[Exit Attendant 
' That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here ; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood. 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse ; 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The effect, ana it ! Come, you murd'ring ministers, 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
Yo« wait on nature's mischief ! Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell ! 
That my keen knife see not the wound it makea; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Hold, hold ! Great Glamis » worthy Cawdor ! 
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Erder Macbeth. 

Greater than both, by toe all-hail hereafter ! 
. Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Macb. My dearest love, 

Dnncan comes here to-night. 

Lady M. And when goes hence ? 

Macb. To-morrow, as he purposes. 

Lady M. O, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 
Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters ; — To beguile the time, 
Look like the time ; bear welcome m your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent flower. 
But be the serpent under it He that's coming 
Must be provided for : and you shall put 
This nignt's great business into my dispatch ; 
Which shall to aU our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Macb, We will speak further. 

Lady M, Only look up clear . 

To alter favor ever is to fear : 
Leave all the rest to me. [EaeewnL 

SCENE VI The sarne. Btfore the CaUle. 

Hautboys, Servants of Macbeth attending. 

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff 
RossE, Angus, and Attendants. 

Dun. The castle hath a pleasant seat ; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of summer, 

The temple-haunting martlet, do^ approve. 
By his lov'd mansionry, that She heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze, buttress. 
No coigne of vantage, but this bird hatii made 
His pendent bed, and procreant cradle : Where they 
Most breed and haunt, I have observ'd the air 
Is delicate. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dun. See, see ! our honor'd hostess ! 
The love that follows us, sometimes is our trouble, 
Which stm ^e thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you shjul bid Heaven yield us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 
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Lady M, All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor and single business to contend 
Against those honors deep and broad, wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house : For those of old 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
We rest your hermits. 

Dun, Where's the thane of Cawdoi f 

We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor : but he rides well ; 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us : Fair and noble hostess, 
We are your guest to-night. 

Lady M. Your servants ever 

Have meirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt, 
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure, 
Still to return your own. 

DuTU Give me your hand : 

Conduct me to mine host ; we love him highly, 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hostess. « [Exeunt* 

SCENE TO..— The same, A Roam in the Castle, 

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over the stage, a Sewer, OTta 
divers Servants loith dishes and service. Then enter Macbeth. 

Mach, If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly : If the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success ; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — 
We'd jump the life to come. — But in these cases. 
We still nave judgment here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : This even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double trust : 
First, as I am nis kinsman and his subject. 
Strong both against the deed : then, as his host, 
Who should against his murderer shut the door. 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The (Jeep damnation of his taking-ofF: 
And pity, like a naked new-bom babe. 
Striding the blast, or heaven's chenibim, hors'd 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air. 
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• Shall biOw the horrid deed In every eye, 

That tears shall drown the wind. — ^I have no spur 
To ffoad the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'er-leaps itself, 
And falls on the other. — ^How now, what ^jews 7 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M, He has almost supp'd ; Why have you left tlie ch&mber " 

Mach, Hath he askM for me ? 

Lady M, Know you not, he has ? 

Macb, We wiQ proceed no further in this business : 
He hath honor'dme of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people. 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M, Was the hope drunk, 

Wherein you dress'd yourself? hath it slept since T 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely ? From this time, 

• Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valor. 

As thou art in desire ? Would'st thou have that 
Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own esteem ; 
Letting I dare not wait upon I would, 
like the poor cat i' the aoage ? * 

Macb. Pr'ythee, peace : 

I dare do all that may become a man ; 
Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M, , Wliat beast was it theiiy 

That made you break this enterprise to me ? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man ; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place, . 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make w)th : . 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now. 
Does unmake you. 

Macb. If we should fail, 

LadyM. Wefeilf 

But screw your courage to the sticking place. 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I w'th wine and wassel so convince, 
That memory, the warder of the brain. 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck* only : When in swinish sleep. 

♦ From Alembic, a still. 
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Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan 7 what not put upon 
His spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt 
Of our firreat quell ?* 

Mach, Will it not be receiv'd, 

When we have markM with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers,^ 
That they have done 't? 

Lady M, Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamor roar 
Upon his death 7 

Macb, I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal affent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 
False face must hide what the false heart doth know. [Exeunt 

ACT II. 

SCENE L—The same. Court wUhin the CasOe. 

Enter Banquo arid Fleancb, and a Servant with a iorck befon 

them. 
Ban. How goes the night, boy 7 
Fie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the elock. 



Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 
Fie. I take't, 'tis later, sir. 



Ban. Hold, take my sword. — There's husbandry in heaven, 
Their candles are all out. — ^Take thee that too. 
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me. 
And yet I would not sleep : Merciful powers ! 
Restrain in me the cursea thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose !— Give me my sword ; — 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch. 

Who's there 7 

Macb. A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest 7 The king's a-bed : 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your offices : 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Macb. Being unprepar'd, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 
Which else should free have wrought. 

Ban. All's woU 

•Maider. 
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I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : . 
To you they have show'd some truth. 

Mach, I think not of them : 

yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 
Would spend it in some words upon that business, 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind'st leisure. 

Macb, If you shall cleave to my consent, — when 'tis, 
it shall make honor for you. 

Ban, So I lose none. 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom francliis'd, and allegiance clear, 
I shall be counselU 

Macb. Good repose, the while ! 

Ban. Thanks, sir : The like to you ! [ExU Bav. 

Macb. Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready, 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. {Exit Bert, 

Is this a dagger, which I see before me. 

The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee :— 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee stilL 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 

To feeling, as to sight ? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind ; a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? ^ 

I see thee yet, in form as jMupable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshal'st me the way that I was going ; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still ; . 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, . 

Which was not so before. — ^There's no such thing : 

It is the bloody busmess, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. — ^Now o'er the one half world 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 

The cnrtain'd sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates* 

Pale Hecate's ofierings ; and wither'd murder, 

Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf, 

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace. 

With Tarquin's mvishing snides, toward his design 

Moves like a ghost ^Thou sure and firm set earth, 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 

Thy very stones prate of my where-about. 

And take the present horror from the time. 

Which now suits with it. — ^Whiles I threat, he lives ; 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. [A leU ringM, 

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me ; 

Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [ExiL 
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SCENE n.— 7%e same. 
Enter Lady Macbi:th. 

Jjody M, That which hath made them drunk, hath made me bold > 
What hath qnenchM them, hath given me fire. — ^Hark ! Peace ! 
It was the owl that shriekM, the fatal bellman, • 
Whifch gives the stera'st good-night He is about it : 
The doors are open ; and the suneited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores : I have drugg'd their possets, 
That death and nature do contend abont them, • 
Whether they live, or die. 

Macb. [Wti^tn.]— -Who's there ?— what, ho ! 

Lady M, Alack ! I am afraid thev have awak'd, 
And 'tis not done : — the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us : — ^Hark ! — ^I laid their daggers reader, 
lie could not miss them. — ^Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept I had done't. — ^My husband ^ 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb, I hfLve done the deed : — ^Didst thou not hear a noise, \ 

Lady M, I heard the owl scream, and the crickets cry. 
Did not yon speak ? 

Macb. Wlien ? 

Jjody M. Now. 

Mad). As I descended? 

Lady M. Ay. 

Macb. Hark!— 
Who lies i' the second chamber ? 

Lady M. Donalbain. 

Jfcfoci. This is a sorry sight. [Looking on his hands 

Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight 

Maa>. There's one did laugh in his sleep, and one ciied^ murder? 
That they did wake each other ; I stood and heard tiiem : 
But they did say their prayers, and address'd them 
Agam to sleep. 

Lady M, There are two lodg'd together. 

Macb. One cried, God bless us! and, Amen^ the othei ; 
As they had seen me, with these hangman's hands, 
Listening their fear, I could not say, amen, 
When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady m. Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, amen ? 
I had most need of blessing, and amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Ladv M. These deeds must not be thought 

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 

Macb. Methought, I heard a voice cry. Sleep no more! 
Macbeth does murder sleep^ the innocent sleep ; 
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Sleepf that kniti ap the ravelVd sleave ofcare^ 
The death ofem^ day's life, sore labor's hath^ 
Balm of hurt mnds, great nature's second course, 
Chief TiouHsher in lifers feast, 

Juady M. What do you mean ? 

Macb. Still it cried, Sleep no more ! to all the hoase : - 
Glamis hath murdered sleep : and therefore Catcdor 
ShaU sleep no mare, Macbeth shall sleep no more ! ^ 

Lady M. Who was it that thus cried ? Why, worthy thane, 
Yon do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things : — Gk), get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand.— ' 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place ? . 
They must lie there : Go, carry them ; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Mad). I'll go no more : ' 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look on't again, I dare not. 

Lady M, Infirm of purpose ! 

Give me the daggers : The sleeping, and the dead^ 
Are but as pictures ; 'tis the eye of childhood. 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal. 
For it must seem their ^lilt [Exit. Knocking wUhifk 

Macb. Whence is that knocking ? 

How is't with me, when every noise appals me 7 
What hands are here ? Ha ! they pluck out mine eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand ? No ; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incamardine, 
Making the green— one red. 

Re-^nier Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. My hands are of your color ; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. — [Knock.] — ^I hear a knocking 
At the south entry : — ^retire we to our chamber. 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How easy is it then ? Your ccmstancy 

Hath left you unattended. — [Knocking.] — ^Hark ! more knocking . 
Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us, 
And show us to be watchers : — ^Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Jliacb. To know mvdeed, — 'twere best not know myself. [Knoc^ 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking ; Ay, 'would thou could'st ! 

[Exeunt 

Enter Macduff, Lenox, and Porter. 
Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do lie so late ? 
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Port, Taith, sir, we were caroudng till the second codu 
JIfaci. Is tby master stirring? — 
Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes. 

Enler Macbeth. 

jLen. Good-morrow, noble sir ! 

Macb. Goodnoaorrow, both I 

Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Macb, Not yet 

Macd, lie did command me to call timely on him : 
I have almost slipp'd the hour. 

Macb, - rU bring you to him. 

Macd, I know, this is a joyful trouble to you ; 
But yet, 'tis one. 

Macb, The labor we delight in, physics pain. 
This is the door. 

Macd, 111 make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my limited service. [Esrd MACCUTf 

Ijm, Goes the king 

From hence to-day ? 

Macb, He does : — he did appoint so. 

Lea. The night has been unruly : Where we ky, 
Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they sav, 
Lamentmgs heard i' the air ; strange screams of death ; 
And prophesying, with accents terrible. 
Of dire cumbustion, and confus'd events. 
New hatch'd to the woeful time. The obscure bird 
Clamor'd the livelong night : some say, the earth 
Was feverish, and did shake. 

Macb, 'Twas a rough night 

Len, My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd, O horror! horror! horror! Tongue, nor heart, 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! 

Macb, Len, What's the matter ? 

Macd, Confusion now hath made his masterpiece ! 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o' the building. 

Macb. What is't you say ? the life ? 

Len. Mean yon his majesty 7 

Macd, Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight 
Wl a new Grorgon : — Do not bid me speak ; 
See, and then speak yourselves. — Awake ! awake ! — 

[Eaeeunt Macbeth aftd Lesox 
Ring the akrum-bell : — ^Murder ! and treason ! 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake! 
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Bhake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death itself! — ^np, up, and see 

The^great doom's image Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

As from your graves nse up, and walk like sprights, 

To countenance this horror ! [BeU rt^p, 

Banquo ! Banquo ! 

Enter Bakquo. 
' Our royal master's murder'd ! 

Re-enter Macbeth and Lemox. 

.^ Macb. Had I but died an hour before this chance, . 

1 had lived <^ blessed time ; for, from this instant, 
There's nothing serious in mortality : 

All is but toys : renown, and grace, is dead ; 
* The wine of life is dravm, anathe mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm and Donalbaih. 

Don. What is amiss ? 

Macb, You are, and do not know 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp'd. 

MaoL Your royal father 's murder'A 

Mai. 0, by whom f 

Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, hod done*t : 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found • 
Upon their pillows : 

They star'd, and were distracted ; no man^s life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury. 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so 7 

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate, and forioat, 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man : 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the pauser reason. — ^Here lay Duncan, . 
His silver skin lac'd with his golden blood ; 
And his gash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature 
For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colors of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breeeh'd with yore : Who conkfrefraiiit 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make his love known ? 

Ban. Fears and scruples shake us : 
In the great hand of Heaven I stand ; and, thence^ 
Against the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice* 
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Macb, And so do I. 

All So all. 

Macb, Let's briefly put on manly readiness, 
And meet i' the liall tc^ther. 

AIL Well contented*. [Exeunt all hut Mal. oTii l>oi. 

JWo/. What will you do? Let's not consort with tiiem : 
To show an unfelt sorrow is an office 
Which the false man does easy : Fli to England. 

Den, To Ireland, I ; our separate fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer : where we are, 
There's daggers in mien's smiles : the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody. * 

Mai, This murderous shaft that's shot, 

Hath not y«t lighted ; and our safest way 
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore to horse ; 
And let us not be^ainty of leave-taking. 
But shift away ; There s warrant in tlmt theft 
Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left. [Exeunt 



The King*! two sons, Malcolm and Donalbain, fly to England, and Macbeth is crownea 
king of Scotland ; bnt fearing the prediction of the witches, that Banqno's issne should 
Im king, he employs ** two mnrderers," to assassinate Ranqno and his son Fleance. 

The consequences of guilty ambition aie finely portrayed in tlie following scene. 

ACT IIL 

SCENE M.-^The same. Another Room, 
Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant 

Lady M, Is Banquo gone from court ? 

Serv, Ay, madam, but returns again to-m*ffht. 

Lady M, Say to jhe king, I would attend his leisure 
For a few words. 

Serv, Madam, I will. [Exit 

Lady M, Nought's had, all's spent. 

Where our desire is got without content : 
*Ti8 safer to be that which we destroy. 
Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone, 
Of sorriest tiaciea your companions making ? 
Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without remedy 
Should be without regard : what's done, is done. 

Macb, We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it ; 
She^U close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
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Bat let 

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds sufieiv 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 

In the affliction of these terrible dreams, 

That shake us nightly : better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace, 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave ; 

After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well ; 

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison, 

MaHce domestic, foreign levy, nothing. 

Can touch him further ! 

Lady M, Come on ; 

Gentle, my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks ; 
Be bright and jovial 'mong your guests to-night. 

Macb, So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be you : 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ; 
Present him emuience, both with eye and tongue : 
Unsafe the while, that we 
Must lave our honors in these flattering streams ; 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts. 
Disguising what they are. 

Lady M, You must leave this. 

Macb. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know'st, that Banquo, and ms Fleance, lives. 

Lady M. But in them nature's copy's not eteme. 

Macb. There's comfort yet ; they are assailable ; 
Then be thou jocund : Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd flight ; ere, to black Hecate's summons, 
i'he shard-borne beetle,- with his drowsy hums, 
iiath rung night's jrawning peal, there shall be done 
A docd of dreadful note. 

Lady M. What's to be done ? 

Macb, Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck. 
Till ibou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 
And, with thy bloody and invisible hand. 
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that mi^eat bond 
Which keeps me pale I — ^Light Siickens ; and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood: 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse ; 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rouse. 
Thou marvell'st at my words : but hold thee still ; 
Things bad begun, make strong themselves by ill : 
So pray thee, go with me. [Exeunt 

Banqno and Fleance on their retnm to the Palace, are attacked by " ihe nmrderan *' 
&<*qao is titan, bnt Fleance escapes. 



J 
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SCENE TV,^A Roam of State in the Palace, A BaruniH 
jtrepared. 

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lrhox, Lords, and 
Attendants. 

Madf. Yon know yoor own degrees, sit down : at first 
And last, the hearty welcome. 

Lords, Thanks to yonr majesty. 

Madf. Oorself wOl mingle with society. 
And Dlay the humble host. 
Oor nortess keeps her state ; but, in best time. 
We will require her welcome. 

Lady M. Prononnce it for me, sir, to all my friends ; 
For my heart speaks they are welcome. 

Enter first Mnrderer, to the door. 

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts' thanks :— — • 
Both skks are even : Here 111 sit i' the midst : 
Be laree in mirth ; anon, well drink a measure 
The taUe round. — ^There's blood upon thy &ce. 

Mur, Tis Banquo's then. 

Macb. Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he disnatch'd ? 

Mwr, My lord, his throat is cut ; that I did for him. 

Macb, 'tbxm art the best o' the cut-throats : Yet he's good, ' 
That did the like for Fleance: if thou didst it. 
Thou art the nonpareil. 

Mur, Most royal sir, 

Fleance is 'scap'd. 

Macb, Then comes my fit again : I had else been perfect ; 
Whole as the marble, founded as tiie rock ; 
As broad, and general, as the casing air : 
But now, I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe ? 

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 
The least a death to nature. 

Macb, Thanks for that : — — 

There the ^wn serpent lies ; the worm, that's fled, 
Hath nature that in tmie will venom breed, 
No teeth for the present. — Get thee gone : to-morrow 
Well hear, ourselves again. [Exit Muroerei 

Lady M* My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer ; the feast is sold. 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'lis a making, 
'Tis given with welcome : To feed, were best at home ; 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it. 
, Macb, Sweet remembrancer ! — 
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Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both ! 

LeTu May it please your highness sit ? 

tThe Ghost ofBAnquo rises, and siu in Macbeth's placB, 
[ere had we now our country's honor roof 'd, 
Weie the grac'd person of our Banauo present ; 
Who may I rather challenge for unKindness 
Than pity for mischance ! 

Rosse. His absence, sir. 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it youi highness 
To grace us with your royal company ? 

Macb. The table's full. 

Len, Here's a place reserv'd, sir 

Macb. Where? 

Len. Here, my lord. What is't that moves yonr liiglmeM 7 

Macb. Which of you have done this ? 

Lords, What, my good loid 9 

Macb, Thou canst not say, I did it : never shake 
rhy gory locks at me. 

Rosse, Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well. 

Lady M, Sit, worthy friends : — ^my loid is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth : — ^'pray you, keep seat ; 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be well ; If much vou note him, 
You shall ofiend him, and extend his passion ; 
Feed, and regard him not. — Are you a man 7 

Macb, Av, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which mifi^t apjlal the devil. 

Lady M, O proper stuff! 

This is the very pamting of your fear : 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said, 
Led you to Duncan. O, these ftiws, and starts, 
(Impostors tP true fear) would well become 
A woman's story, at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces 7 When all 's done. 
You look but on a stool. 

Macb, IVythee, see there ! behold! look! lo! hoW8ayyott7 
\^y, i^hat care 17 If thou canst nod, speak too. — 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 

Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears 

Lady M. What! quite unmann'd in folly 7 

Macb, If I stand here, I saw him. 
Lady M. Fye, for shame ! 

MaA, Blood hath been shed ere now, i'the olden time, 
Ere human statute purg'd the gentle weal ; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been, 
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That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end : but now, they rise again. 
With twenty mortol murders on their crowns, 
And posh us from our stools : This is more Strang 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady M, My worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mic6. I do forget : — 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy frioMs * 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothuiff 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to all 
Then I'll sit down : — Give me some wine, fill full : — 
I drink to the general joy of the whole table, \QhoiX riss$. 

And to our dear friend fianquo, whom we miss ; 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst, 
And all to all. 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb, Avaunt ! and quit my sight ! Let the earth luAe thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hast no specuhition in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a thing of custom : 'tis no other ; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, I dare : 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear. 
The arm'd rhinoceros, qi &e Hyrcan tiger. 
Take any shape but that, and my firm nervte 
Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again. 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 
If trembling I inhibit thee, protest me 

The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! [Qhost disappean, 
Unreal mockery, hence ! — ^Why, so ; — being gone, 
I am a man again. — ^Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M, You have displaced the mirth, broke the good meetinir, 
With most admir'd disorder. 

Macb. Can such things be. 

And overcome us like a summer's doud. 
Without our speciad wonder ? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold such si^its, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanch'd with fear. 

Rosse. What sights, my lord ? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not ; he grows worse and wxirse ; 
Question enrages him : at once, good-night : — 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 



Len, Good-night, and better health 

Attend his majesty ! 

Lady M. A kind good-niffht to all ! 

[Exeunt Lords and Attendanta. 

Macb, It will have blood ; they say, Wood will have blood : 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak ; 
Augurs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth 
The secrerst man of blo^. — ^What is the night ? 

Lady M, Almost at odds with morning, which is which. 

Macb. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies his persca, 
At our great bidding ? 

Lady M, Did you send to him, sir ? 

Mach. I hear it by the way : but I will send : 
There 's not a one of them, but in his house 
I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow, 
(Betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters : 
More shall they spf^Bik ; for now I am bent to know, 
^ the worst means, the worst : for mine own good, 
Ail causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stept m so far, tmtt, should I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 
Strange wings I have in head, that will to hand ; 
Which must be acted, ere they may be scann'd. 

Lady M, You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

Macb. Come, we'll to sleep : My strange and selMibuse 
Is the initiate fear that wants hard use : — 
We are yet but young in deed. [ExtunL 

SCENE v.— T/ic Heatli. Thunder. 
Enter Hecate, meeting the three Witches. 

1st Witch, Why, how now, Hecate ? you look angeriy. 

Hec, Have I not reason, beldams as you are. 
Saucy, and over-bold ? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 
In riddles, and affairs of death ; 
And I, the mistress of your charms. 
The close contriver of all harms. 
Was never call'd to bear my part. 
Or show the glory of our art ? 
And, which is worse, dl you have done. 
Hath been but for a wayward son. 
Spiteful and wrathful ; who, as others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends now : Get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i' the morning ; thither he 
Will come to know his destiny. 



Your vessels, and /our spells, provide, 

Your charms, and every thing bea de : 

I am for the air ; this night 111 spend 

Unto a dismal-fatal end. 

Great business most be wrought ere noon * 

Upon the comer (rf the moon 

There hangs a vaporous drop profound ; 

ril catch it ere it come to ground : 

And that, distill'd by macic slights. 

Shall raise such artificiarspriffhts, 

\s, by the strength of their illusion, 

fihall draw him on to his confusion ; 

He shall spurn faith, scorn death, and bear 

His hopes 'hove wisdom, grace, and fear : 

And yon all know, security 

Is mortal's chiefest enemy. 

Song. [Within.} Come away^ come awatf^ &c. 
Hark, I am call'd ; my little spirit, see. 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and stains for me. [ExU, 

1st Witch. Come, let's make haste : she'll soon be back again. 

[ExeunU 

Macbeth leeks the ** weird »itten** or vritbha, at <* the Ph of Aehenw,*' and adjarei 
them to declare hb fate. The witches, by their incaatationf , raiie np spiiiu who wars 
Macbeth, to " Beware Macduff." He is then assured that 

" none of woman bom shall harm Macbeth,*' 

and that 

*' Macbeth shall never vanquished be, until 
Great Bimam wood to huh Dnnsinane hill 
Shall come against him.*'^ 

He ii itlso shown a line of Eight Kings, who are the issue oi Banqno. 

Maciath, acting upon the caution of the witches, surprises the Castle of Macduff, and 
pnU to the swoid Lady Macduff, and all her children ; Macduff being absent in Eaglaai 
«i a viii. to yonng Malctto. 

PCENE m.— England. A Room in the King's Palace. 
Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men, 
Bestriue our down-fall'n birthdom : Each new mom, 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 
Strike iieaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
like rrllable of dolor. 

Mai What I believe, I'll wail ; 

What know, believe ; and, what I can redress, 
As I shall find the time to friend, I wilL 
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WLat you have> spoke, it may be so, perchance. 

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 

Was once thought honest ; you have lov'd him well ; 

He hath not touch'd you yet. I am youn^, but something 

You may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom 

To offer up a weak, poor innocent Iamb, 

To appease an angry god. 

Macd, I am not treacherous. 

Med. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 
In an imperial charge. But 'crave your pardon ; 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpoee : 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell : 
Though all things foul woum wear the brows of grace, 
Yet grace must still look so. 

macd, I have lost my hopes. 

McU, Perchance, even there, where I did find my doubts. 
Why in that rawness left you wife, and child, 
(Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,) 
Without leave-taking ? — ^I pray you 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonors. 
But mine own safeties : — ^You may be rightly just, 
Whatever I shall diink. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country I 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure. 
For goodness dares not check thee ! wear thou thy wrongs 
Thy title is affeer'd.*— Fare thee well, lord : 
I would not be the villain that thou think'st 
For the whole space that's in the tyrant's grasp, 
And the rich East to boot. 

Mai. Be not oflended : 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I think, our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds : and each new day a gadi 
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal. 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands : But, tor all this. 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
^hall have more vices than it had before ; 
More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 
By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be t 

MaL It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted. 
That, wnen they shall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 

* Confirmed. 



1 04 SHAKSPEARIAN READER , 

Esteem him as a lamb, being comparM 

With my confindess harms. Nay, had I power, I should 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 

All unity on earth. 

Macd, O Scotland ! Scotland ! 

Mai, If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 
I am as I have spoken. 

Macd, Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — O nation miserable. 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-scepter'd. 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again ? 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accurs'd. 
And does blaspheme his breed ? — ^Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king : the queen that bore thee, 
Oft'ner upon her knees than on her feet, 
Died evei^ day she liv'd. Fare thee well ! 
These evils thou repeat'st upon thyself, 
Have banish'd me from Scotland.--0, my breast. 
Thy hope ends here ! 

Mai Macduff, this noble passioii, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip'd the black scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honor. Heaven above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself. 
For strangers to my nature : What I am truly. 
Is thine, and my poor country's, to command : 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach. 
Old Si ward, with ten thousand warlike men, 
All ready at a point, was setting forth : 
Now we'll together ; And the chance, of goodness. 
Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you silent ? 

Macd, Such welcome and unwelcome tmngs at onc«, 
'Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter Rosse. 

Macd. See, who comes here ? 

Mai. My countryman ; but yet I know him not. 

Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 

Mai. I know him now : Good Heaven, betimes remove 
The means that make us strangers ! 

Rosse. Sir, Amen, 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Rosse. Alas, pooi country { 

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where notliing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 
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IVhere sighs, and CToans, and shrieks that rent the air. 

Are made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow seems 

A modem ecstasy ; the dead man's knell 

Is there scarce ask'd, for who ; and good men's lives 

Expire before the flowers in thieir caps, 

Dying, or ere they sicken. 

Macd. O, relation, 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 

Mai. What is the newest grief? 

Rosse, That of an hour's age doth hiss the speaker ; 
Each minute teems a new one. • 

Macd. How does my wife ? 

Rosse, Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children 7 

Rosse. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at then* peace 7 

Rosse, No ; they were well at peace, when I did leave thent 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speedi ; How goes it 7 

Rosse. When I came hither to transport the tidmgs, 
Which I have heavilv borne, there ran a rumor 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witness'd the rather. 
For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot : 
Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fi^t 
To doff their dire distresses. 

Mai. Be it their comfort, 

We are coming thither: melons England hnih 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men : 
An older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out 

-Rosse. 'Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have words. 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air. 
Where hearing should not latch them. 

Macd. What concern they I 

The general cause 7 or is it a fee-grief. 
Due to some single breast 7 

Rosse. No mind, that's honest. 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd* ^ If it be mine. 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it 

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever. 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound. 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Humph ! 1 guess at it 

Rosse. Your castle is surprised ; your wife, and babes, 
Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner, 
6* 
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W«*re, on the quarry of these murder'd deer, 
To adu the death of you. 

Mai. Merciful heaven ! — 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak, 
Whisprs the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd, My children too 7 

Ros''e. Wife, children, servants, • 

That could be found. 

Mar4, And I must be from thence ! 

My wifekilFdtoo? 

Ros»e, I have said. 

M(u, Be comforted : 

Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge, 
To cu«e this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. — ^All my pretty ones t 
Did yen say, all? All? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell swoop ? 

Mai. Dispute it like » man. 

Ma^d. I shall do so; , 

But I must feel it as a man : 
I cannot but remember such things were, 
That \/ere most precious to me.-^Did heaven look on. 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They ^ere all struck for tnee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 
Fell slaughter on their souls : Heaven rest them now I 

Mai. Se this the whetsUme of your sword : let grief 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes. 
And braggart with my tongue ! — ^But gentle heaven, 
Cut short all intermission ; frcmt to front, 
Bring thon this fiend of Scotland, and myself; 
Witmn my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape. 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

Mai. This tune goes manly. 

Come, so we to the king ; our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave : li^beth 
k ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you may ; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. [Exeunt 



ACT V. 

The action changes to Dansinane, where the English powen, led on by Tonng 
Ifaloohn, Siward, and Macdnff, are joined by the loyal Scotch. The united foroet 
maroh towards Dansinane Cattle to attack Macbeth. 
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SCENE in.— -Dunsinane. A Room in the Castk. 

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

Mach, Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all ; 
mil Bimam wood remove to Dunsinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. Then fly, false thanes, 
And minsle with the English epicures : 
The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never sagg wiUi doubt, nor shake with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 

Thou cream-fac'd loon. 

Where got'st thou that goose look ? 

Serv, There is ten thousand 

Macb, Geese, villain ? 

8erv, Soldiers, sir. 

Macb. What soldiers, patch ? 
Death ot thv soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are .counsellors to fear. Whit soldiers, whey-face ? 

Serv, The English force, so please you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence. — Seyton ! — ^I am sick at heart. 
When 1 behold — Seyton, I say ! — ^This push 
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 
I have Uv'd long enough : my way of life 
Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf: 
And that which should accompany old age. 
As honor, love, obedience, troops of friemls, 
I must not look to have ; but, in their stead, 
Curses not loud, but deep, mouth-honor, l^th, 
Which the poor heart would &ln deny, but dare not 

Seyton \ 

Enter Setton. 

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure ? 

Macb, What news more * 

fitey. All is confirmed, my lord, which was reported. 

Macb. rU fight, till from my bones my flesh be hack'd. 
Give me my armor. 

Sjy. 'Tis not needed yet 

Macb. Ill put it on. 
Send out more horses, skirr the country round ; 
Hang those that talk of fear. — Give me nune armor,— 
How does your patient, doctor ? 

Doct. Not so sick, my lo^ 

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies. 
That keep her from her rest. 

Macb. Cure her of that : 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd ; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrov/ ; 
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Razo out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with some sweet obUvions antidote, 
Cleanse the stufTd bosom of that perilous stuflT, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Doct, Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Mach. Throw physic to the dogs, I'll none of it. — 
Come, put mine armor on ; give me my staff: — 
Seyton, send out — ^Doctor, Uie thanes fly from me :— 
Come, sir, dispatch : — ^If thou could'st, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease. 
And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very echo, 
That should applaud again.— 
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug. 
Would scour these English hence ? Hearest thou of tiem T 

Dod, Ay, my good brd ; your royal preparation 
Makes us bear something. 

Macb, Bring it after me. — 

I will not be afraid of death and ^e, ^ 

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. [Exk. 

SCENE rv. 

Country near Dunsinane : A Wood in view. 

Enter, with drums and colors, Malcolm, old Siward, and Ms Son, 
Macduff, Menteth, Cathness, Angus, Lenox, Rosse, ana 
Soldiers, marching, 

MdL Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand, 
That chambers will be safe. 

Ment, We doubt it nothing. 

8iw, What -wood is this before us ? 

Ment, The wood of Bimam. 

Mai, Let every soldier hew him down a bough. 
And bear't before him ; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Sold, It shall be done. 

Siw, We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before't 

Mai, 'Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be ffiven. 
Both more and less have given him me revolt ; 
And none serve with him but constrained things. 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Macd, Let our just censun** 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 



MACBETH. ' 100 

8iw. The time approaches, 

That will with due decison make us know 
What we shall say we have, and what we owe 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate • 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate : 
Towards wluch, advance the war. [EixeurU, marching 

SCENE v.— Dunsinane. WUhin the Castle, 

Enter, with drwms and colors^ Macbeth, Setton, and Soldiers. 

Macb, Hang out our banners on the outward walls ; 
The cry is stiU, They come : Our castle's strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie, 
Till famine, and the ague, eat them up ; 
Were they not forc'd with those that should be ours. 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. What is that noise ? 

[A cry tpitnin, afuxmm 

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 

Macb, I have almost forgot the taste of fears : 
The time has been, my senses would have cool'd 
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a msmal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life were in't : I have supp'd full with horrors ; 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous^ thoughts. 
Cannot once start me. — ^Wherefore was tlwt cry ? 

Sey. The queen, ray lord, is dead. 

Macb, Sh& should have died hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for such a word.— 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow 
1 Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
^o the last syllable of recorded time ; 
-And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor player. 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 
Signifying nothing.—— 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thou com'st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly 

Mess. Gracious my lord, 
I shall report that which I say I saw. 
But know not how to do it. 

Macb. Well, say, sir. 

Mess, As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Bimam, and anon, methought, 
rhe wood began to move. 
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Mach. Liar, and slave ! [Sinking kim 

Mzss, r St me endure your wrath, if 't be not so ; 

Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 

I say, a moving grove. 
Macb, If thoa speak'st false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 

Till famine cling thee : if thy spe^ be sooth, 

I care not if thoa dost for me as much. — 

I pull in resolution ; and begin 

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 

That lies like truth : Fear not^ tiU Bimam wood 

Do come to Dunsinane ; — and now a wood 

Comes toward Dunsinane. — ^Arm, arm, and out ! — 

If tlus, which he avouches, does appear. 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I 'gin to be a-weary of the sun. 

And wish the estate o' the worid were now undone. — 

Ring the alarum bell :— Blow wind ! come, wrack ! 

At least we'll die with harness on our back. [ExeunL 

MaobtUi iMdi fab foDowwi to the BattK which tarminttM is the defeat of thi 
DMiiMr whokiEiiiM^lfaodBfl; MMtMalotlMbdeelMdKiafefSooUudl 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 



Bbikspeare took the plot of thit delightful comedy from » novel caOedf ** JLoul jndo, 
n Ettphoes' Golden L^acy," written by Lodge, who bonowed hb matoials from u 
oU English poem, of the age of Chancer. 

Onr F««t hat improved npon hit model, and hai constmeted one of the mort czqni* 
litely finished Pastoral Poems extant in onr language. 

The Plot and leading incidents of the Comedy, wOl be cleaily illnstiated hi tha 
I we have given. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

DmcEy living in exile. 

FsEDEKicr, brother to the Duke, and usurper of his dominions. 

Amiens, Jaques, Lords attending on the Duke in his banishment 

Lb Beau, a courtier attending upon Frederick. 

Charles, his wrestler, 

Oliveb, Jaques, Orlando, sons of Sir Rowland de Boii. 

Adam, Dennis, servants to Oliver. 

Touchstone, a clown. 

Sir Oliver Martext, a vicar. 

CoRiN, SiLVius, shepherds. 

William, a country fellow, in love with Audrey. 

A Person representing Hymen. 

Rosalind, daughter to the banished Duke. 
Cbua, daughter to Frederick. 
Phebb, a shepherdess. 
Audrey, a country girl. 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes; Pages, Foresters, and other 
Attendants, 
The SCENE lies, first, near Oliver's House ; afterwards partly in the 
Usurper's Court and partly in the Forest 0/ Arden. 
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ACT L 

SCENE L— An Orchard^ near Oliver's House. 

Enter Orlando, and Adam. 

Orlando. As I remember, Adam, it was npon this fashion Icqaealhed 
me: By will, but a poor thousand crowns: and, as thou say'st, 
charged my brother, on his blessing, to breed me well : and there be* 
gins my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and report 
speaks goldeiJy of his profit : for my part, he keeps me rustically at 
home, or, to speak more properly, stays me here at home unkept : 
For call you that keepm^ for a gentleman of my birth, that difiera 
not from the stalling of an ox 7 His horses are bred better ; for, 
besides that they are fair with their feeding, they are taught their 
manage, and to that end riders dearly hired : but I, his brouier, gain 
nothing under him but growth ; for the which his animals are as 
much bound to him as I. Besides this nothing that he so plentifnlly 
gives me, the something that nature gave me, his countenance seems 
to take from me ; he lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place 
of a brother, and, as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my 
education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me ; and the spirit of my 
father, which I think is within me, fegins to mutiny against this ser- 
vitude: I will no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise 
remedy how to avoid it. 

Enter Oliver. 

Adam, Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl, Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he will shake me up. 

OH. Now, sir ! what make you here ? 

Orl Nothing ; I am not taught to make any thing. 

OH. What mar you then, sir ? 

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that which Heaven made, 
a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idleness. 

OH. Many, sir, be better employ'd, and be naught awhile. 

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with them ? What 
prodi^ portion have I spent, that I should come to such penury ? 

Oh. Know you where you are, sir ? 

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in your orchard. 

OH. Know you before whom, sir ? 

Orl. Ay, better than he I am before knows me. I know, you are 
my eldest brother ; and, in the gentle condition of blood, you should 
know me : The courtesy of nations allows you my better, in that 
you are the first-born ; but the same tradition takes not away my 
blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us : I have as much of my 
father in me, as you ; albeit, I confess, your coming before, me if 
nearer to his reverence. 

OH. What, boy ! 

Orl Come, come, elder brother, you are too vounij in this. 
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OH. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orl. I am no villain ; I am the youngest son of sir Rowland de 
Bois : he was my father ; and he is thrice a villain, that says, such a 
father begot villains : Wert thou not my brother, I would not take 
this hand from thy4hroat, till this other had pulled out thy tongue 
for saying so : thou hast railed on thyself. 

Adam, Sweet masters, be patient ; for your father's remembrance, 
be at accord. 

OH. Let me go, I say. 

OrL I will not, till I please: you shall hear me. My father 
charged you in his will to give me good education : you have trained 
me like a peasant, obscuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like 
qualities : the spirit of my father grows strong in me, and I will no 
longer endure it : therefore allow me such exercises as may become 
H gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left me by testa- 
ment ; with that I will go buy my fortunes, 

Oli. And what wilt uiou do 7 beg, when that is spent 7 Well, sir, 
get you in : I will not long be troubled with you : you shall have 
Bome part of your will : I pray you, leave me. 

Orl, I will no further offend vou than becomes me for my good. 

Oli, Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam, Is old dog my reward 7 Most true, I have lost my teeth in 
your service. — Heavep be with my old master ! he would not have 
Bpoke such a word. [Exeunt Orlando and Adam. 

Oli, Is it even so 7 begin you to grow upon me 7 I will physio 
your rankness, and yet give no ^ousand crowns neither. 

Oliver, desirous of ridding himself of Orlando, teeki the aid of " Chsrief , the wrestler," 
who b engaged to exhibit in a wrestling match, that is to take place before the nsnrping 
Poke and hit court Charles, instigated by Oliver, agrees to challenge Orlando to try 
* a fall with him," when by superior skill he hopes to overoome and kill him. In this he is 
frustrated by the agility and strength of Oriando, who obtains the victory. 

Rosalind tlie daughter of the exiled Duke, is at her Uncle's court, and accompanied 
by Celia her cousin, they witness the wrestling match. Rosalind is struck by the grace 
and courage exhibited by Oriftido— and learning that he is the son of one of her Fathers 
oldest friends, her interest in the young man is increased ; she rewards Oriando, Mrith a 
gold chain, and a mutual /ee^tN^ ofrej^ard is exdted in both their hearts. 

Celia watches the growing love of Rosalind, and spcnrtively accuses her with falling in 
love " on such a sudden:" their conversation is interrupted by Duke Frederick, who has 
become jealous of Rosalind, and banishes her from his court 

Enter Celia, and Rosalind. 

Cel Why, cousin ; why, Rosalind ; — Cupid have mercy ; — Not a 
word? 

Ros, Not one to throw at a dog. 

Ccl. No, thy words are too precious to be cast away upon curs, 
throw some df them at me ; come, lame me with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up ; when the one should 
be lamed with reasons, and the other mad without any. 

Cd, But is all this for your father ? 
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Ros, No, some of it for my child's father : O, how full of briers ii 
this working-day world ! 

Cel, They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in holiday 
foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden paths, our very coats wiU 
catch them. 

Ros, I could shake them off my coat ; these burs axe in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Ros. I would try ; if I could cry hem, and have him. 

Cd. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O, they take the part of a b^r wrestler than myself. 

Cd. Is it possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so 
strong a liking with okl sir Rowland's youngest son ? 

Ros, The duke my father lov'd his mther dearly. 

CeL Doth it therefore ensue, that you should love his son dearly t 
By this kind of chase, I shoukl hate him, for my &ther liated his &thei 
dearly ; yet I hate not Orlando. 

Ros. No 'fiiith, hate him net, for my sake. 

Cd. Why should I not? doth he not deserve well ? 

Ros. Let me love him for that ; and do you love him, because I 
do : Look, here comes the duke. 

Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, with Lords. 

Dvke F. Mistress, dispatch you with your safest haste, 
And get you from our court 

Ros. Me, uncle ? 

Duke F. You, cousin 

Within these ten days if thou be'st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 
Thou diest for it 

Ros. I do beseech your grace, 

Let me the knowled^ of my fault bear with me : 
If with myself I hoM intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires ; 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantic, 
(As I do trust lam not,) then, dear unde, 
Never so much as in a thought unborn, 
Did I (^end your highness. 

DvkeF. Thus do all traitors! 

If their purgation did consist in words, 
They are as innocent as grace itself : 
Let It suffice thee, that I trust thee not 

Ros, Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor : 
Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's enough. 

Ros. So was I, when your highness took his dukedom ; 
So was I, when your highness banish'd him : 
Treason is not inherite(C my lord : 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 
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What's that to me ? my father was no traitor : 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much. 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F, Ay, Celia ; we stay'd her for your sake. 
Else had she with her father rang'd along. 

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay, 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse ; 
I was too young that time to value her. 
But now I know her ; if she be a traitor, 
Why, so am I : we still have slept together ; 
Rose at an instant, leam'd, play'd, eat together ; 
And wheresoe'er we went, like Juno's swans, 
Sdll we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Dyke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her smoothnessy 



Her very silence, and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and tney pit 
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on art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 
And thou wilt show more bright, and seem more virtuous, 
When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass'd upon her ; she is banish'd. 

Cd, Pronounce that sentence then on me, my liege ; 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Dtdce F. You are a fool : — ^You, niece, provide yourself; 
If you out-stay the time, upon mine honor. 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

[ExeuTit Duke Frederick, and Lonia 

Cel, O my poor Rosalind : whither wilt thou go ? 
WHt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, to not thou more griev'd than I am. 

Ros. I have more cause. 

Cel, Thou hast not^ cousin, 

IVythee, be cheerful : know'st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish'd me his daughter 7 

Ros, That he hath not 

Cd, No 7 hath not 7 Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one : 
Shall we be sunder'd 7 shall we part, sweet girl ? 
No; let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me, new we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
And do not seek to take your charge upon you, 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out j 
For, by tnis heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 
Say what thou canst, PU so along with tnee. 

Ros, Why, whither shml we go ? 

Cel To sees my uncle. 

Ros, Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
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Maids as we ar?, lo travel forth so far 7 
Beanty provi/kcth thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel, I'll pat myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of mnber smirch my face ; 
The like do you ; so shall we pass along. 
And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better, 

Becanse that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man 7 
A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my" heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will,) 
We'll have a swashing and a martial outside ; 
As many other mannish cowards have, 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel What shall I call thee when thou art a man ? 

Ros, 111 have no worse a name than Jove's own page^ 
And therefore, look you, call me, Ganymede. 
But what will you be caJl'd 7 

Cd. Something that hath a reference to my state : 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Ros, But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father s court 7 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel 7 

Cel, He'll go along o'er the wide world with mo ; 
Leave me alone to woo him : I^t's away, 
And get our jewels and our wealth together ; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight : Now go we in content, 
To liberty, and not to iMinishment. [Exeunt 

The aetioD bow begins in the Forest of Ardea, where the ezO* i>a1» aad Ml 
Iblloweis have foond refuge. 

ACT U. 

SCENE I.— T/ic Forest ofAiden, 

Enter Duke Senior, Aioens, and other Lords, in thu dress cf 

Foresters, 
Duke S, Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile. 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp 7 Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court 7 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons' difference ; as' the icy fang. 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind ; 
Which, w'ren it bites and blows upon my body. 
Even tiU T shrink with cold, I smile, and say,— 
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This is no flattery : these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the uses of adversity ; 
Which, like the toad, u^y and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

AmL I would not change it : Happy is your grace 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke 8. Come, shall we ^o and kill us venison 7 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, — 
Being native burghers of this aesert city, — 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gor'd. 

1st Lord, Indeed, my lord, 

The melancholy Jacques grieves at that ; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother tliat hath banish'd you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself. 
Did steal behind hun, as he lay along. 
Under an oak whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood : 
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag, 
That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretehed animal heav'd forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretoh his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jacques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Au^enting it with tears. 

Duke 8, But what said Jacques 1 

Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

*lst Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak^st a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much : Then being alone, 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends ; 
*THs right, quoth he ; this misery doth part 
The flux of company : Anon, a careless herd. 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 
And never stays to greet him ; Ay, quoth Jacqnos, 
Siceep 071, you fat and greasy citizens ; 
fisjust th^ fashion : Wherefore do you Imk 
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Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 
Tnus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 
Yea, and of this our life : sweariuff that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up. 
In their assign'd and native dwelling place. 

Duke 8, And did you leave him in this contemplation F 

2nd Lord, We did, my lord, weeping, and commenting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke 8, Show me the place ; 

I love to cope him in these sullen fits, 
For then he's full of matter. 

2nd Lord, I'll bring you to him straight. [ExeurtL 

OUvOT, foOed in hk tdMrne to destroy Orlando nt the wrastling-mUah, ploU mJbm 
■H I M **to ent hb brother offl" Adam levns hit intentions, and the ftitltfal old m— 
ffeveals them to Orlando. 

SCENE m.—Be/bfc Oliver's flcmae. 
Enter Orlando and Adam, meeting, 

Orl, Who's there 7 

Adam, What ! my young master ?— O, my gentle master, 
O, my sweet master, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland ! why, what make you here 7 
Why are you virtuous 7 Why do people love you 7 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and vaUant 7 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bony priser of the humorous duke 7 
Your praise is come too swiftly iKune before yon. 
Know you not, master, to some ^d of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies 7 
No more do yours ; your virtii^s, gentle master 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 

Orl, Why, what's the matter 7 

Adam, O unhappy youth 

Come not within these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
Your brother — (no, no brother ; yet the son^ * 

Yet not the son ; J will not call him son — 
Of him I was about to call his father,) — 
Hath heard your praises ; and this night he i 
To bum the lodging where you used to lie. 
And you withm it : if he fail of that. 
He will liave other means to cut you off; 
1 overheard him, and his practices. 
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lliis is no place, this house is but a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter It. 

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me go ? 
Adam, No matter whither, so you come not here. 
Orl, What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my food 1 
Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish Hving on the common road 7 
This I must do, oi know not what to dc : 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 

Adam. But do not so ; I have &ve hundred crowBSi 
The thriftv hire I sav'd under your father, 
WTiich I did store to be my foster-nurse. 
When service should in my old" limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in comers thrown ; 
Take that : and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 
All this I give you : Let me be your servant ; 
Though I look'old, yet I am strong and lusty : 
For m my vouth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and delnlity ; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 
Frosty, but lunmy : let me go with you ; 
I'll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

Orl. O good old man ; how well in thee appeam 
The constant service of the antique world. 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times. 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so with thee, 
But, poor old man, thou prun^st a rotten tree. 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 
In lieu of all tliy pains and husbandry : 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together ; 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent. 
We'll hght upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, go on ; and I will follow thee. 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — 
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek ; 
But at fourscore, it is too late a week : 
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better. 
Than to die well, and not my master's debtor. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV.— TAe Forest of Arden. 

Enter Rosalkd in hotfs clothes^ Celia drest like a Shepherdess^ and 
Touchstone. 

Ros, O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were not weary. 

Ros, I could find in my heart to disgrace my man's apparel, and 
to cry like a woman : but I must comfort the weaker vessel, as 
doublet and hose ought to show itself courageous to petticoat : there- 
fore, courage, good Aliena. 

Cd. I pray you, bear with me ; I can go no further. 

Touch, For my part, I had rather bear with you, than bear you : 
yet I should bear no cross, if I did bear you ; for, I think, you have 
no money in your purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool I ; when I was 
at home, I was in a better place ; but travellers must be content. 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone: — ^Look you, who comes here; 
a young nidn, and an old, in solemn talk. 

Enter Cordt, and Silvius. 

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 

SU. O Corin, that thou knew'st how 1 do love her » 

Cor. I partly guess ; for I have lov'd ere now. 

8il. No, Corin, beidg old, thou canst not guess ; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a ioteh 
As ever sishd upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As sure I think did never man love so,) 
How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by tiiy fantasy ? 

Cor. Into' a thousand that I have forgotten. 

SU. O, thou didst then ne'er love so iieartily 
If thou remember'st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee mm into, 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
O, if thou hast not sat as I do now. 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise. 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
Or, if thou hast not broke from company. 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not lov'd : O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe ! [Exit Silvius. 

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of thy wound, 
I have oy hard adventure found mine own. 

Touch. And I mine : We, that are true lovers, inn into strange 
capers ; but as all is mortal in nature, so is all nature in love mortai 
in folly. 

Ros, Thou speak'st wiser, than thou art 'ware of. 
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Touch, Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine own wit, till I creak 
Ay shins against it. 

Ros, Jove ! Jove ! this shepherd's passion 
Is much upon thy fashion. 

Touch, And mine ; but it grows something stale with me. 

Cd, I pray yoii, one of you question yond man, 
f he for goldf will give us any food ; 
faint almost to death. 

Touch, Holla : you, clown ! 

Ros, Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinsmaa 

Car, Who calls? 

Touch, Your betters, sir. 

Cor, Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say : 

t* <jd even to you, fnend. 

Car, And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros, I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold, 
Caa in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Brin^ us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Kerens a young mwd with travel much oppress'd. 
And faints for succor. 

Car. Fair sir, I pity her. 

And wish for her sake, more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 
But I am shepherd to another man. 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze ; 
My master is of churlish disposition. 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed, 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now, 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you wUl feed on ; but what is, come see. 
And in my vdce most welcome shall you be. 

Ros, What is he that shall buy his flock and pasture ? 

Car, That young swain that you saw here but erewhilo, 
That little cares for buying any thing. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty. 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock. 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we will mend thy v^^ges : I like this place. 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. A^uredly, the thing is to be sold : 
Go with me ; if you like, upon report. 
The soil, the- profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very falthiol feeder be. 
And buy it with yoni 3 old right suddenly. lExmML 
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SCENE V Another part of the Forest, A Table set 

Enter Duke Senior, Ahiens, Lords, and others, 
Dvke S, I think he be transfonnM into a beast 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1st Lord, My lord, he is but even now gone hence ; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke 8. If he, compact of jars, grow musical, 
We shall have shortlv discord in the spheres :— 
JO, seek him ; tell hun I would speak with him. 

Enter Jaques. 

1st Lord, He saves my labor by his own approach. 

Duke 8, Why, how now, monsieur ! what a life is tliiA . 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
What ! you look merrily. 

Jag, A fool, a fool ! ^I met a fool i' the forest, 

A motley fool ; — a miserable world ! — 

As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 

Who laid him do^m and bask'd him in the sun, 

And rail'd on lady Fortune in good terms. 

In good set terms, — and yet a motley fool. 

Goodrmorrow^fool, quoth I : iVb, »ir, quoth he, 

Call me not fool, tiU heaven hath sent me fortune : 

And then he drew a dial from his poke : 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 

Says, very wisely. It is ten o'clock : 

Thus may toe see, quoth he, hew the vjorld wags : 

^THs but an hour ago, since it was nine ; 

And (tfter an hour more, HwUl he eleven ; 

And so, from hour to hour, vje ripe and ripe. 

And then, from hour to hour, toe rot and rot. 

And (hereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time. 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 

That fools should be so deep contemplative ; 

And I did laugh, sans intermission, 

An hour by his dial.^3 noble fool ! 

A worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear. 

Dvke 8, What fool is this ? 

Jaq, O worthy fool ! — One that hath ^een a courtier; 
And say, if ladies be but young, and fair. 
They have the gift to know it : and in his brain, — 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, — he hath strange places cramm'd 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms : — O, that I were a fool ! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Dvke 8, Thou shalt have one. 
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Joo. It U my only fiut; 

Provided, that yon weed your better judgmeuta 
or all opinion that grows rank in them, 
That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I i^ease ; for so fools have : 
And they that are most galled with my folly, 
They most must laugh : And why, sir, must they to I 
The why is plain as way to parish church : 
He, that a fool doth very wisely hit, 
I>oth very foolishlv, although he smart. 
Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not. 
The wise man's folly is anatomized 
Sven by the squandering glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley ; give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Duke 8, Fye on thee ! I can tell what thou would'st da 

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do, but good ? 

Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chicung sin : 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine. 

Jaq, Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
Till that the very very means do ebb 7 
What woman in the city do J name, 
When that I say. The city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy ^loulders ? 
Who can come in, and say, that I mean her, 
'When such a one as she, such is her neighbor ? 
Or what is he of basest function. 
That says, his bravery is not on my cost, 
(Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech ! 
There then : How, what then 7 Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrons'd him : if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'dhimself ; if he be free, 
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 
Unclaim'd of any man. — ^But who comes here 7 

Enter Orlando, with his suwd dravm. 

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 

Jaq, Why, I have eat none yal 

Ort, Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv'd. 

Duke 8. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy distress ; 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners. 
That in civility thou seem'st so empty 7 

Orl You touch'd my vein at first ; the thorny point 
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Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the shoir 
Of smooth civility : yet am I inland bred, 
And know some nurture : But forbear, I say : 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I and my affairs are answered. 

Jaq, An you will not Jae answered with reason, 
I must die. 

Dvke S. What would you have 7 Vour gentleness shall km* 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 

Ort I almost die for food, and let me have it. 

Duke 8, Sit down and feed, and welcome to out table. 

Or/. Speak you so gently ? Pardon me, I pray you. 
I thought, that all things had been savage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stem commandment ; But wbate'er you are, 
That in this desert inaccessible. 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs. 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
If ever you have look'd on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church ; 
If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 
If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear, 
And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ; 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Dvke 8. True is it that we have seen better days ; 
And have with holy bell been knoU'd to church ; 
And sat at good men's feasts : and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd: 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness. 
And take upon command what help we have. 
That to your wanting may be ministred. 

Orl, Then, but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn. 
And give it food. There is an old poor man. 
Who after me hath many a weary step 
Limp'd in pure love ; till he be first suffic'd, — 
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age, and hunger,— 
I will not touch a bit 

Duke 8. Go find him out. 

And we will nothing waste till you return. 

Orl^ I thank ye ; and be bless'd for vour good comfort ! [ Exit 

Duke 8. Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy ; 
This wkie and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

J(iq' All the world's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players : 
They have, their exits, and their entrances ; 
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And one man in Iiis time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant, 

Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms. 

And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel, 

And shining morning face, creeps like snail 

Unwillingly to school. And them the lover. 

Sighing Uke furnace, with a woeful ballad 

Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier, 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 

Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel, 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, the justice^ 

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd. 

With eyes severe, and b^rd of formal cut. 

Full of wise saws and modem instances. 

And so he plays his part The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon, 

IfVith spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 

His youthful hose well sav'd, a world too wide 

For his shrunk shank ; and his \Ae maaiy voice, 

Turning again toward childish treole, pipes 

And wmstles in his sound. Last scene of all. 

That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

Re-enter Oblahdo, with Adam. 

Dvke 8. Welcome. Set down your venerable burLeQ» 
And let him feed. 

OrL I thank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need ; 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke 8. Welcome, fall to ; I will not trouble yon 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes : — 
Give us some music ; and, good cousin, sing. 

Amiens sings, 

SONG. 

L Blow, bhw, thou wirUer unnd. 
Thou art not so unkind 

As man^s ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh, ho ! sing, het^h, ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving merefoUy* 
Then, heigh, ho, the holly ! 
This iffe is most jolly. 
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n. Freeze, freezej ihm Utter «Jfcy, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits fnrgot : 
Though thou the footers toarp^ 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remembered not. 
Heighyh^! sing, heigh, ho! &c. 

Duke 8, If that you were the good Sir RowlanJ's son,-* 
As you have whisper'd faithfully, you were ; 
And as mine eye uoth his effigies witness 
Most truly Umn'd, and living in your face, — 
fie truly welcome hither : Fam the duke, 
That lov'd your father : The residue of your fortune, 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man ; 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is ; 
Support him by the arm. — Give me your hand, 
And let me all your fortunes understand. [JEixeunL 

Doke Fiederiek ob ditcoT«riiif the flight of hb danfhter tnd RouJind, sospeeti Hoi 
Orlando hu aided them. He sends for OliTer, and commands him to seek the fogithroi 
Orlando remains in the forest under the protection of the banished Dnke. 

ACT III. 

The Forest. 
Enter Orlando, toilh a paper, 

Url, Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love : 

And thou, thrice crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above. 

Thy huntress' name, that mv full life doth sway. 
O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books. 

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character ; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks. 

Shall see tny virtue witness'd every where. 
Run, run, Orlando ; carve, on every tree. 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she. [ExtL 

Enter Cordt, and Touchstone. 

Cor. And how like vou this shepherd's life, master Touchstone t 
Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a good life ; but 
in respect that it is a shepheii's life, it is naught. In respect that it 
is solitary, I like it very well ; but in respect that it is private, it is a 
very vile life. Now in respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me well ; 
but in respect it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it is a spare 
life, look you, \i fits my humor well ; but as there is no more plenty 
Vii it, it goes much against my stomach. Hast any philosophy in 
'\ee, shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one sickens, the worse 
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it ease he is ; and that he that wants money, means, and content, is 
without three good friends :-.— That the property of rain is to wet, and 
fire to hum : That good pasture makes fat sheep ; and that a great 
cause of the night, is lack of the sun : That he, that hath learnt no 
wit hy nature nor art, may complain of good breeding, or comes of • 
very dull kindred. 

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast ever in court 
Blrphcrd ? 

Cor, No, sir, I am a true laborer ; I earn that I cat, cet that i 

wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man's happiness ; glad cf ether 

- men's good, content with my harm : and the greatest of my pride is, 

to see my ewes graze, and my lambs feed. Here comes young 

master Ganymede, my new mistress's brother. 

Enter Rosalind, reading a paper. 
Res. From the east to western Ind^ 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 
Her tDorthy being mounted on the vnndf 
Throvgh aU the world hears* Rosalind. 
All the pictures, fairest lin^d, 
*Are hut black to Rosalind. 
Let no face be kept in mind, 
Bui the fair of Rosalind. 

Touch. I'll rh3rme you so, eight years together ; dinners, and sup* 
pers, and sleeping hours excepted : it is the right butter womani 
rank to market. 

Ros. Out, fool ! 

Touch. For a taste : 

If a hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

If the cat u>iU after kind, 

So, be sure, will Rosalind. 

Winter garments must be lin^d. 

So must slender Rosalind. 

They that reap, must sheaf and bind; 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind. 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses ; Why do you infect yourself 
with them ? 

Ros. Peace, you dull fool : I found them on a tree. 

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. I'll graft" it with you, and then I shall graff it with a medlar: 
then it will be the earliest fruit in the country : for you will be 
rotten e'er you be half ripe, and that's the right virtue of the medlar. 

Touch. You have said ; but whether wisely or no, let the foics* 
•udge. 
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ETiter Celia, reading a pape^ 

Ro$. Peace 
Uere comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 
CeL Why should this desei-t silent be ? 
far it is umpeopled ? No ; 
Torques Vll hav^ on every tree, 
That shall dvu sayings show : 
Some, how bnefthe life of man 
Runs his erring jnlgnmage ; 
That the stretching of a span 
Buckles in his sum of age. 
Some, of violated vows 

*Twixt the souls cf friend and friend: 
But upon the fairest boughs, 
Or at every sentence' end, 
WUl I Rosalinda write : 

Teaching all that read to know 

The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in little show, 

Ther fore heaven nature charged 

Tfuit one body should befilVd 

With all graces wide enlarged : 

Nature presently distiWa 
Helenas cheek, but not her- heart ; 

Cleopatra's majesty ; 
Atalantd's better part ; 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 
Thus Rosalind cfmaiiy parts 

By heavenly synod was devised, 
Cf many faces, eyes, and hearts 

To have the touches dearest prized. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should have, 
And I to live and die her slave. 
Ros, O most gentle Jupiter ! — what tedious homily of love havf 
you wearied your parishioners withal, and nevei cry'd. Have patience, 
good people ! 

Cel. How now ! back friends ; — Shepherd go off a little : — Go 
with him, sirrah. 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honorable retreat : though 
not with bag and baggage, yet with scrip and scrippage. 

[Exeunt Corin, ami Touchstone. 
Cel. Didst thou hear these verses ? 

Ros. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too ; for some of them 
aad in them more feet than the verses would bear. 

Cel. That's no matter ; t'le feet might bear the verses. 
Ros. Ay, but the feet wt re lame, and could not bear tliemselvea 
witliont the verse, and therefore stood lamely in tlie verse. 

Cel. But didst thou hear, without wondering how thy na»'«e should 
oe hang'd and carved upon these trees ? 
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Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the wonder, befoie you 
eame ; for look here what I found on a palm-tree : I was never so 
be-rhymed since Pythagoras' time, that I was an Irish rat, which I 
can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow you, who hath done this ? 

Ro8. Is it a man ? 

CeL And a chain, that you once wore, about his neck : Change 
jou color ? 

Ros, I pr'ythee, who 7 

Cel, O! it is a hard matter /or friends to meet; but mountains 
may be removed with earthquakes, and so encounter. 

Kos, Nay, but who is it ? 

Cd, Is it possible ? 

Ros. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary vehemence, tell 
me who it is ? 

Cel, O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful, and yet again 
wonderful, and after that out of all whooping ! 

Ros, Good my complexion ! dost thou tmnk, though I am capari- 
Bon'd like a man, I have a doublet and hose in my disposition 7 One 
inch of delay more is a South-sea-oflT discovery. I prythee, tell me, 
who is it 7 quickly, and speak apace : I would thou conldst scammer, 
that thou might'st pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine 
comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle ; either too much at once, or 
none at all. I pr'ythee take the cork out of thy mouth, that I may 
drink thy tidings. What manner of man 7 Is his head worth a hat 7 

Cd, It is youn^ Orlando; that tripp'd up the wrestler's heels, 
and your heart, bom in an instant. 

Ros, Nay, no mocking ; speak sad brow, and true maid. 

Cel, V faith, coz, 'tis he. 

Ros, Orlando 7 

Cel, Orlando. 

Ros, Alas the day ! what shall I do with my doublet and hose 7— 
What did he when thou saw'st him 7 What said he 7 How look'd 
he 7 Wherehi went he 7 What makes he here 7 Did he ask for 
me 7 Where remains he 7 How parted he with thee 7 and when 
shalt thou see him again 7 Answer me in one word. 

Cd, You must borrow me Garagantua's mouth first : 'tis a word 
too great for any mouth of this age's size : To say, ay, and no, to 
these particulars, is more than to answer in a catecmsm. 

Ros, But doth he know that I am in this forest, and in man's 
apparel 7 Looks he as freshly as he did the day he wrestled 7 

Cd. It is as easy to count atomies, as to resolve the propositions 
of a lover : — ^but take a taste of my finding him, and relish it with a 
good observance. I found him under a tree, hke a dropp'd acorn. 

Ros. It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when it drops forth such 
fruit. 

Cel, Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros, Proceed. 

Cd, There lay he, stretch'd along, like a wounded knight. 
7* 
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Ros, Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well becoQies tlM 
ground. 

Cel. Cry, holloa ! to thy tongue, I pt'ythee : it curvets very an 
reasonably. He was fumish'd like a hunter. 

Ros. O ominous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

Cel, I would sing my song without a burden : thou bring'st me 
out of tune. 

Ros, Do yon not know I am a woman ? when I think, I rnnsl 
•peak. Sweet, say on. 

Enter Orlando, and Jaques. 

Cel. You bring me out : — Soft ! comes he not here ? 

Ros. Tis he ; slink by, and note him. 

[Crlta and Rosalind retire 

Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but, good faith, I had as 
Uef have been myself alone. 

OrL And so liad I ; but yet, for fashion sake, I thank you too for 
your society. 

Jaa. Heaven be with you ; let's meet as little as we can. 

Ori. I do desire, we may be better strangers. 

Jaa. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing love-songs in 
their barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses with reading them ill- 
favoredly. 

Jaa. Rosalind is your love's name 7 

Orl. Yes, just 

Jaq. I do not like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you, when she was 
christen'd. 

Jaq. What stature is she of 7 

Orl. Just as high as my heart . 

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers : Have you not been ac- 
quainted with goldsmith's wives, and conn'd them out of rings 7 

Orl. Not so ; but I answer you right painted cloth, from whence 
you have studied your questions. 

Jaq. You have a nimble wit ; I think it is made of Atalanta's 
•eeU Will vou sit down with me 7 and we two will rail against 
our mistress the world, and all our misery-. 

Orl. I will chide no breather in the Vorld, but myself; agamst 
whom I know most faults. 

Jaq. The most fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orl. Tis a fault I will not change for your best virtue. I am 
•veary of you. 

Jaq. Sy my troth, I was seeking for a fool,, when 1 found you. 

Orl. He is drown'd in the brook ; look but in, and you shall sc€ 
^ia. 

Jaq. There shall I see mine own figure. 

r S?"^'* ^ **^® ^ ^ ®^^®'' * ^^^ ^^ ^ cipher. 
Jaq. I U tarry no }onger with you ; fafewell. good signior love. 
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Orl. I am glad of yoar departure ; adiea, good monsieur melan- 
eholy. [Exit Jaques. — Cel. atid Ros. comeftmoard, 

Ros, I will speak to him like a saacy lacquey^ and under that 
habit plav the knave with him. — Do you hear, forester 7 

Orl, Very well ; what would vou 7 

Ros. I pray you, what is't a clock ? 

Orl You should ask me, what time o'day ; there's no clock in the 
forest 

Ros. Then there's no true lover in the forest ; else sighing every 
minute, and groaning every hour, would detect the lazy foot of time, 
as well as a clocks 

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time ? had not that been as 
proper? 

Ros. By no means, sir : Time travels in divers paces with divers 
persons : I'll tell you who time ambles withal, who time trots withal, 
who time gallops withal, and who he stands still withal. 

Orl I pr'ythee, who doth he trot withal 7 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, between the con- 
tract of her marriage, and the day it is solemnized. 

Orl. Who ambles time withal 7 

Ros. With a priest that lacks lAtin, and a rich man that hath mi, 
the gout : for the one sleeps easily, because he cannot study ; and 
the other lives merrily, because he feels no pain : the one lacking 
the burden of lean and wasteful learning ; the other knowing no 
burden of heavy tedious penury : These time ambles withal. 

Orl Who doth he gallop withal 7 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows : for though he go as softly as 
foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon there. 

Orl Who stays it still withal 7 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they sleep between term 
and term, and then they perceive not how time moves. 

Orl Where dwell you, pretty youth 7 

Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister ; here in the skirts of the 
forest. 

Orl Are you a native of this place 7 

Ros. As the rabbit, that you see dwell where she is kindled. 

Orl Your accent is something finer than you could purchase m 
so removed a dwelling. 

Ros. I have been told so of many : but, indeed, an old relimous 
uncle of mine taught me to speak, who was in his youth an iiJand- 
mai) ; one that knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love. I 
have heard him read many lectures against it ; and I thank fortune, 
I am not a woman, to be touch'd with so many giddy offences as 
he hath generally tax'd their whole sex withal. 

Orl Can you remember any of the principal evils that ho laid to 
the charge of women 7 

Ros. There were none principal; they were all like one another, 
AS nalf-pence are : every one fault seeming monstrota, till his fellow 
&ult came to match it. 
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Orl» I pr'ytho3, recount some of them. 

Ros. No ; I will not cast away my physic, bat on those that are 
sick. There is a man haunts the forest, that abuses our youug 
plants with carving Rosalind on their barks ; hangs odes upon haw- 
thorns, and elegies on brambles ;. all, forsooth, deifying the name of 
Rosalind : if 1 could meet that fancy-monger, I would give him some 
good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of love upon him. 

Orl I am he that is so love-shaked ; I pray you, tell me your 
remedy. 

Ros. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you : he taught 
me how to know a man in love ; in which cage of rushes, I am sure 
you are not prisoner. 

Orl. Wliat were his marks ? 

Ros. A lean cheek ; which you have not : a blue eye, and sunk- 
en; which you have not: an unquestionable spirit; which you 
have not : a beard neglected ; which you have not : — ^Then your hose 
should be ungarter*d, your bonnet unhanded, your sleeve unbuttoned, 
your shoe untied, and every thing about you demonstratirg a careless 
desolation. But you are no sudi man ; you are rather point-device 
in your accoutrements ; as loving yourself, than seeming the lover 
of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe I love. 

Ros. Me believe it ? you may as soon make her that you love be 
lieve it ; which, I warrant, she is apter to do, than to confess sh^ 
does ; that is one of the points in the which women still give the lie 
to their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he that hangs the 
verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired ? 

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of Rosalind, I am 
he, that unfortunate he. 

Ros. But are you so much in love as your rhymes speak ? 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much. 

Ros. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell you, deserves as well 
a dark house and a whip, as madmen do ; and the reason why they 
are not so punished and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary thia 
the whippers are in lov9 too : Yet I profess curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so ? 

Ros. Yes, one ; and in this manner. He was to imagine me his 
love, his mistress ; and I set him every day to woo me : At which 
time would I, being but a moonish youth, grieve, be effeminate, 
changeable, longing, and liking ; proud, fantastical, apish, shallow, in- 
constant, full of tears, full of smiles ; for every passion something, 
and for no passion truly any thing, as boys and women are for the 
most part cattle of this color ; would now like him, now loath him ; 
then entertain him, then forswear him ; now weep for him, then spit 
at him ; that I drave my suitor from his mad humor of love, to a liv- 
ing humor of madness ; which was, to forswear the full stream of 
the world, and to live in a nook merely monastic : And thus I cured 
him ; and this way will I take upon me to wash your liver as clean 
OS a sound sheep's heart, that there shall not be one spot of lovo in'^ 
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OrL I would not be cured, youth. 

Ros. I would cure you, if you would but call me Rosalind, and 
eome every day to my cote, and woo me. 

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will ; tell me whce it is. 

Ros. Go wim me to it, and 1*11 show it you : and by the way, you 
Bhall tell me where in the forest you live : Will you go ? 

Orl, With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros, Nay, you must caU me Rosalind : — Come, sister, will yo« 
go ? [Exeum, 

Bosalind, still in her male attire, wins the love of Phebe, a mstio beauty^ living ia Um 
forest, and by her wit and sprightjiness gains the attention of the Dnke and hit foUowen. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— The same. 
Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Jaques. 

Jaq, I pr'3rthee, pretty youth, let me be better acquaintec fl/ith 
thee. 

jRo5. They say you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq. I am so ; I do love it better than laughing. 

Ros, Those, that are in extremity of eitner, are abominable fe.- 
lows ; and betray themselves to every modem censure, worse than 
drunkards. 

Jaq, Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing. 

Ros. Why then, 'tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholy, \vhich is emulation ; 
nor the musician's, which is fantastical ; nor the courtier's, which is 
proud ; nor the soldier's, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, which 
is politic ; nor the lady's, which is nice ; nor the lover's, which is all 
these : but it is a melancholy of mine own, compounded of many 
simples, extracted from many objects : and, indeed, the sundry con- 
templation of my travels, in which my often rumination wraps me, 
is a most humorous sadness. 

Ros. A traveller I By my faith, you have great reason to be sad : 
I fear you have sold your own lands, to see other men's ; then, to 
nave seen much, and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor 
tiands. 

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Ros. And your experience makes you sad : I had rather have a 
fool to make me merry, than experience to make me sad ; and to 
travel for it too. 

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind ! 

Jaq, Nay tlien, Heaven be wi' you, an you talk in blank verse. 

Ros. Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look, you lisp, and wear 
•trange suits ; disable all the benefits of your own country ; be out 
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of love \i ith your nativity ; or I will scarce think you have swam in i 
gondola. — [Exit Jaques.J — Wl^y, how now, Orlando ! where have 
you been all this while ? You a lover ? — ^An you serve me such an- 
other trick, never come in my sight more. 

OrL My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of my promise. 

i2os.. Break an hour's promise in love ? He that will divide a mi- 
nute into a thousand parts, and break but a part of the thousandtti 
part of a minute in the affairs of love, it may bo said of him, that 
Cupid haUi clapp'd him o' the shoulder, but I warrant hun hean 
whole. 

OrL Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros, Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my sight ; I ha4 
as lief be woo'd of a snail. 

Orl Of a snail ? 

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slowly, he tarries his 
house on his head ; a better jointure, I think, than you Ci.u make a 
wonian : Besides, he brings his destiny with him. 

OrL What's that. 

Ros, Why, horns. 

OrL Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind is virtuous. . 

Ros, And I am your Rosalind. 

CeL It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath a Rosalind of a 
better Fber than you. 

jRo5. Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in a holiday humor, 
and like enough to consent : — What would you say to me now, an 
I were your very very Rosalind ? 

OrL I would kiss before I spoke. 

Ros, Nay, you were better speak first ; and when you were grav« 
tilled for lack of matter, you might take occasion to kiss. 

OrL How if the kiss be denied ? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins new matter. 

OrL Who could be out, being before his beloved mistress 7 

Ros, Marry, that should you, if I were your mistress. 

OrL What, of my suit ? 

Ros. Out of your suit. Am not I your Rosalind ? 

OrL I take some joy to say you are, because I would be talking 
of her. 

Ros. Well, in her person, I say — I will not have you. 

OrL Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world is almost six 
thousand years old, and in all this time there was not any man died 
in his own person, videlicet^ in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains 
dashed out with a Grecian club ; yet he did what he could to die be- 
fore ; and he is one of the patterns of love, Leander, he would have 
lived many a fair year, though Hero liad turned nun, if it had not 
been for a hot midsummer night ; for, good youth, he went but forth 
to wash him in the Hellespont, and, being taken with the cramp, was 
ir wned ; and the foolish chroniclers of Uiat age found it was — ^Hen? 
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M Sestos. But these are all lies ; men have died from time to time, 
md worms have eaten them, but not for love. 

Orl I woald not have my right Rosalind of this mind ; for, I pro- 
^st, her frown might kill me. 

^Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly : But come, now I will be 
four Rosalind in a more coming-on disposition ; and ask me what 
fou will, I will grant it. 

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, and alL 

Orl. And wilt thou have me 7 

Ros, Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What say'st thou ? 

Ros. Are you not good ? 

Orl. I hope so. 

Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of a good tL'ng ? — Come, 
a ster, you shall be the priest, and marry us.— Give me your hand, 
Orlando : — ^What do you say, sister ? 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot say tlie words. 

Ros. You must beffin, Will you, Orlando^ — 

Cel. Go to : Will you, Orlando, have to wife this Rosalind ? 

Orl. I will. 

. Ros. Ay, but when ? 

Orl. Why now ; as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros. Then you must say, — / take thee, Rosalind, for toife. 

Orh I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission ; but, — ^I do take thee, 
Orlando, for my husband : There a girl goes before the priest ; and, 
certainly, a woman's thought runs heioire her actions. 

Orl. So do all thoufirhts ; they are wuiged. 

Ros. Now tell me, how long you woiud have her, after you have 
possessed her. 

Orl. For ever and a day. 

Ros. Say a day, witnout the ever: No, no, Orlando; men are 
April when they woo, December when they wed : maids are May 
when they are maids, but the sky changes when they are wives. 1 
will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary pigeon over his hen ; 
more clamorous than a parrot against rain ; more new-fangled than 
an ape ; more giddy in my desires than a monkey : I will weep for 
nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will do that when you are 
disposed to be merry ; I will laugh like a hyen, and that when thou 
art inclined to sleep. 

Orl. But will my Rosa^nd do so 7 

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Orl. O, but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do this : the wiser, the 
wajrwarder : MaKO the doors upon a woman's wit, and it will out at 
the" casement; shut that, and twill. out at the key-hole: stop that, 
twill fly with the smoke out at the chimnev. 
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Orl A man that had a wife with such a wit, he might say, — WU^ 
whither mil 7 

Ro8, You shall never take her without her answer, unless yoa 
take her witlioat her tongue. 
. OrL For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave thee. 

Ros, Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner ; by two o'clock I will be 
wiUi thee again. 

Ros, Ay, go your ways, go your ways ; — I knew what you would 
prove ; my friends told me as much, and I thought no less ; — that 
flattering tongue of yours won me : *tis but one cast away, and so,— 
come, death. — ^Two o'clock is your hour ? 

Orl Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros. By my troth, and in ^ood earnest, and by all pretty oaths 
that are not dangerous, if you break one jot of your promise, or come 
one minute bemnd your hour, I will think you the most pathetical 
break-promise, and the most hollow lover, and the most unworthy of 
her you call Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the gross band of 
die unfaithful : therefore beware my censure, and keep your promise. 

Orl. With no less religion, than if thou wert indeed my Rosa- 
lind : So, adieu. 

Ros, Well, time is the old justice that examines all such offenderd, 
and let time try : Adieu ! [Exit Orlando. 

Cel. You have simply misus'd our sex in your love-prate; we 
must have your doublet and hose plucked over your head. 

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou didst know 
how many fathom deep I am in love ! But it cannot be sounded ; my 
affection hath an unknown bottom like the bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or, rather, bottomless ; that as fast as you pour affection in, 
it runs out. 

Ros. Fll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of Orlando 
ril go find a shadow, and sigh till he come. 

Cel. And I'll sleep. [ExentU 

SCENE m.^The Forest. 

Enter Rosalind, Cell^, and Oliver. 

Oli, Good-morrow, fair ones : Pray you, if you know 
Where, in the puriieus of this forest, stands 
A sheep-cote, tenc'd about with olive trees ? 

Cel West of this place, down in the neighbor bottom, 
The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream, 
Lett on your right hand, brings you to the place : 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself. 
There's none within. 

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 
Then I should know you by descnption ; 
Such garments, and such years : " The boy isfair^ 
Of ^emalefavoTj and bestows himself 
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EAks a rtpe sister : but the tooman low, 
.And browner than her brother" Are not you 
The owner of the house I did inquire for ? 

Od, It is no boast, being ask'd, to say, we are. 
OH. Orlando doth commend him to you both : 
And to that youth he calls his Rosalind, 
He sends this bloody napkin : Are you he ? 
Has, I am : what must we understand by this ? 
on. Some of my shame : if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was stain'd. 

Cel, I pray you, tell it 

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from yoa 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest, 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befell ! he threw his eye aside. 
And, mark, what object did present itself! 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 
Lay sleeping on his back : atout his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath*d itself, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, approachM 
The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself. 
And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush : under which bush s shade 
A lioness 

Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like watch, 
When that the sleeping man should stir ; for 'tis 
The royal disposition of that beast. 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man. 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cd. O, I have heard him speak of that same brother | 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That liv'd *mongst men 

Oli And well he might so do, 

For well I know he was unnatural 

Ros, But, to Orlando ; — ^Did he leave him there, 
Food to the fierce and hungry lioness ? 

Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd so, 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion. 
Made him give battle to the lioness, 
Who quickly fell befure him ; in which hurtlinjp 
From miserable slumber I awak'd 
Cel. Are you his brother ? 
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Ros, Was it yoa he rescued f 

Cd Was't yon that did so oft contrive to kill him ? 

OIL Twas 1 ; but 'tis not I : I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversi m 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ros, But, for the blwxly napkin ? — 

OIL By, and by. 

When from the first to last, betwixt ns two, 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath'c 

As, how I came into that desert \Aace ; 

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke. 

Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment* 

Committing mo unto my brother's love ; 

Who led me instantly unto his cave," 

There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm 

The lioness had torn some flesh away, 

Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted. 

And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 

Brief, I recover'd him ; bound up his wound ; 

And, after some small space, being strong at heart, 

He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 

To tell this story, that you might excuse 

His broken promise, and to mve this napkin, 

Dy'd in his blood, unto the shepherd youth 

That ho in sport doth call his Kosalind. 

Cd. Why, how now, Ganymede ? sweet Ganymede ? 

• [R0SAI.IND /atnlf 

OIL Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 

Cel There is more in it : — Cousin — ^Ganymede ! 

OIL Look, he recovers. 

Ros I would, I were at home. 

Cel WeTl lead you thither :— 
I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

OIL Be of good cheer, youth : — ^You a man 7 — ^You lack a man'i 
heart 

Ros. I do so, I confess it Ah, sir, a body would think this was 
well counterfeited : I pray you, tell your brother how well I countei^ 
feited. — Heigh ho ! — 

CeL This was not counterfeit ; there is too great testimony in you? 
complexion, that it was a passion of earnest. 

Ros, Counterfeit, I assure you. 

OIL Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to be a man. 

Ros, So I do : but i' faith I should have been a woman by right 

Cel, Come, you look paler and paler ; pray you, draw homewards: 
•^Good sir, go with us. 

OIL Thrt will I, for I must bear ibiswer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros, I shall devise something : But, I pray you, commend ray 
eounterfeiting to him. — ^Will you go ? [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 



The Forest of Arden. 
Orlando, and OLiVLit 

€)rl, Is't possible, that on so little acquaintance you shou'd lik« 
her? that, but seeing, you should love her? and, loving, woo? and, 
ipirooing, she should grant ? and will you perseyer to enjoy her ? 

OIL Neither call 3ie giddiness of it in question, the poverty of her, 
the small acquaintance, my sudden wooing, nor her sudden consents 
ing ; but say with me, I love Aliena ; say, with her, that she loves 
me ; consent with both, it shall be to your good ; for my father's 
house, and all the revenue that was old sir Rowland's, will I estate 
upon you, and here live and die a shepherd. 

Enter Rosaldo). 

Orh You have my consent. Let your wedding be to-morrow : 
thither will I invite the duke, and all his content^ followers : Go 
you, and prepare Aliena : for look you, here comes my Rosalind. 

Ros. Save you, brother. 

OIL And you, Mr sister. 

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to see thee wear thy 
heart in a scarf. 

Orl It is my arm. 

Ros. I thought thy heait had been wounded with the claws of a 
lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but wHh the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited to swoon, 
when he show'd me your handkerchief? 

OrL Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know where you are : — ^Nay, 'tis true : there was never 
any thing so sudden, but tte fight of two rams, and Caesar's thrasonical 
brag of— I came, saw, and overcame. For your brother and my sister 
no sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner looked, but they loved ; 
BO sooner loved, but they sighed ; no sooner sighed, but they asked 
one another the reason ; no sooner knew the reason, but they sought 
the remedy : and in these degrees have they made a pair of stairs to 
marriage ; they are in the very wrath of love, and they will together ; 
clubs cannot part them. 

OrL They shall be married to-morrow ; and 1 will bid the duke to 
the nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing it is to look into happiness 
through another man's eyes ! By so much the more shall I to-mor- 
row he at the hei^t of heart^ieaviness, by how much I shall think 
my brother happy, in having what he wishes for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn for Rosalind ? 

OrL I can live no longer by thinking. 

Ros. I will weary you no longer then with idle talking. Know 
«f me then, (fct now I speak to some purpose,) that I know you arv 
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1 gentleman of good conceit : I speak not this, that you Bhoald beai 
a good opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, I say, 1 know you are ; 
neither do I labor for a greater esteem than may in some little mea- 
sure draw a belief from you, to do yourself gcxxl, and not to grace 
me. . Believe then, if you please, that I can do strange things : I 
have, since I was three years old, conversed with a mancian, most 
profound in this art. If you do love Rosalind so near the h^irt as 
your gesture cries it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall 
you marry her : — I know into What straits of fortune she is driven ; 
and it is not impossible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to yoQ, 
to set her before your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and without 
any danger. 

Orl. Speakest thou in sober meanings ? 

Ros, By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly, though I say I am 
a maeician : Therefore, put you in your best array, bid your friends 
for if you will be married to-morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind, if 
you will. 

Enter Silvius, and Phebe. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers. 

Phe* Youth, you have done me much ungentleness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

Ros, I care not, if 1 have : it is my study. 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 
You are there foUow'd by a faithful shepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Phe, Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love. 

8U, It is to be all made of sighs and tears ;— 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe, And I for Ganymede 

Orl, And I for Rosdind. 

Ros, And I for no woman. 

SU. It is to be all made of faith and service ^ 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe, And I for Ganymede. 

ChL And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

SU, It is to be all made of fantasy. 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes; 
All adoration, duty, and observance. 
All humbleness, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all observance ; 
4nd so am I for Phebe. 

Phe, And so am I for Ganymede. 

Orl, And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you mc to love you ? 

[ToRwAlJWD. 

Su. If tk-js 1)0 so, why blame you me to love you ? [To Phedc. 
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Orl. If tiJs be so, why blame you me to love you ? 

Ros, Who do you speak to, why blame you me to love you 1 

OrL To her tliat is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this ; 'tis like the howling of Irish 
wolves against the moon. — ^I will help you, [to Silvtus,] if I can : — 
I would love you, [to Phebe,] if I could. — ^To-morrow meet me all 
together. — ^I will marry you, [to PhI^be,] if ever I marry woman, and 
ni be married to-morrow : — ^I will satisfy you, [to Orlando,] if ever I 
satisfied man, and you shall be married to morrow : — ^I will content 
you, [to SiLvius,] if what pleases you contents you, and you shall 
be married to-morrow. — As Vou^^to OrlahdoI love ^Rosalind, meet ; 
— «s you [to SiLvius] love Phebe, meet ; And as I love no woman, 
I'll meet---So, fare you well ; I have left you commands. 

8U. I'll not faU, if I live. 

Phe. Nor I. 

Orl. Nor I. [Exeunt. 

SCENE TV, -^Another Part of the Forest. 
ErOer Duke SerdoTj Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, and Celia. 

Duke 8. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised 7 

OrL I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not ; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, (md Phebe. 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is urff'd :— — 
You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, [To the Duke. 

You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 

Duke 8. That would I, had I kingdoms to give with her. 

Ros. And you say you will have her, when I bring her ? 

[To Orlando 

Orl. ThaA would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 

Ros. You say, you'll marry me, if I be willing ? [To Phfbs. 

Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 

Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me. 
You'll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd ! 

Phe. So is the bargain. 

Ros. You say, that youll have Phebe, if she wHl ? 

[To SiLvium 

SU. Though to have her and death were both one thing. 

Ros. I have proniis'd to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daughter ; — 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter :— 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me ; 
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd : — 
K Jep your word, Silvius, tnat you'll marry her, 
If ine refuse me : — and from hence I go. 
To make these doubts al' even. •" ^xeunl Rosalind, and Cslu 
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Duke 8, I do remember in this 8hepherd4x>y 
Some lively touches of my daughter's favor. 

Orl My lord, the first time Siat I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born ; 
And hath been tntor'd in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle,* 
Whom he reports to be a great magician, 
Obscured in the circle of Uiis forest 

Enter Touchstone, and Audrey. 

Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, and these couples are 
coming to the ark ! Here comes a pair of very strange beasts, wldch 
in all tongues are called fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all ! 

Jaq, Good my lord, bid him welcome ; This is the moUey-minded 
gentleman, that I have so often met in the forest : he hath been a 
courtier he swears. 

Totich, If any man doubt that, let him put me to my purgation. 
I have trod a measure ; I have flattered a lady ; I have been politic 
with my friend, smooth with mine enemy; I have undone three 
tailors ; I have had four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta'eu up ? 

Touch. 'Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was upon the 
seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause ? GJood my lord, like this fellow. 

Duke 8. I like him very well. 

Totich. Sir, I desire you of the like. I press in here, sir, amongst 
the rest of the country folks, to swear, and to forswear : according as 
marriage binds, and blood breaks :*-A poor virgin, sir, an ill-favored 
thing, sir, but mine own ; .a poor humor of mine, sir, to take that 
that no man else will : Rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a 
•poor-house ; as your pearl, in your foul oyster. 

Duke 8. By my &ith, he is very swift and sententious. 

Touch. According to the fool's bolt, sir. 

Jaq. But for the seventh cause ; how did you find the quarrel on 
the seventh cause ? 

Touch, Upon a lie seven times removed ; — ^Bear your body more 
seeming, Audrey : — as thus, sir. 1 did dislike the cut of a certain 
courtier's beard ; he sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut 
well, he was in the mind it was : This is called the Retort courteous. 
If I sent him word again, it was not well cut, he would send me 
word, he cut it to please himself: This is called the Q,uip modest. 
If asain, it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment : This is 
call'd the Reply churlish. If again, it was not well cut, he would 
answer, I spake not true : This is called the Rejyroof valiant. If 
again, it was not well cut, he would say I lie : This is call'd the 
Countercheck quarrelsome : and so to the Lie circumstantial, and the 
(Ae direct. 
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Jaq, And how oft did you say, his beard was not well cut 7 

Touch, I durst go no further than the Lie circumstantial^ nor he 
durst not give me the Lie direct ; and so we measured swords, and 
parted. 

Jaq, Can you nominate ui order now the degrees of the lie ? 

Touch, O, sir, we quarrel in print, by the book: as you have 
books for good manners : I will name you the degrees. The first, 
the Retort courteous ; the second, the Quip modest ; the third, the 
Reply churlish ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fifth, the Coun- 
tercheck quarrelsome; the sixth, tlie Lie with circumstance; the 
seventh, the Lie direct. All these you may avoid, but the he direct ; 
and jrou may avoid that too, with an If, I knew when seven .justices 
could not take up a quarrel ; but when the parties were met them- 
selves, one of them thought but of an If as. If you said so, then 1 
said so ; And they shook hands, and swore brothers. Your If is 
the only peace-maker ; much virtue in /jT. 

Jaq, Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he's as good at any thing, 
and yet a fool. 

Dvke S, He uses his foUy like a stalkmg-horse, and under the 
presentation of that, he shoots his wit. 

Enter Rosalinb in tooman^s clothes ; and Celia. 

Ros. To you I give myself, for I am yours. [To Dukb S. 

To you I give myself, for I am yours. [To Orlando. 

JDvke S. If there be truth fai sight, you are my daughter. 

Orl, If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosalind. 

Phe. If sight and shape be true. 
Why then,— my love adieu ! 

Ros, I'll have no father, if you be not he :— [To Duke 5. 

I'll have no husband, if you be not he : — [To ORLANDa 

Nor ne'er wed woman, lif you be not she. [To Phebe. 

Dvke S. O my dear niece, welcome art thou to rie ; 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 

Phe, I will not eat my word, now thou art mme ; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. [To SiLvnJi. 

Enter Jaques de Bois. 
Jaq, de B, Let me have audience for a word or twD j 
I am the second son of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly : — 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of ffreat worth resorted to this forest. 
Address^ a mighty power ; which were on foot, 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword : 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came ; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man, 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprise, ard from the world : 
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His crown bequeathing to his banishM brother, 
And all their lands restorM to them again 
That were with him exil*d : This to be true, 
I do engage my Ufe. 

Duke S, Welcome, young man ; 

Thou o^er'st fairly to thy brothers' wading ; 
To one, his lands withheld : and to the other, 
A kind itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well be^un, and well begot : 
And after, every of this nappy number. 
That have endur'd shrewd oays and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune. 
According to the measure of their states. 
Meantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity. 
And fall into our rustic revelry : — 
Play, music — and you brides and bridegrooms all. 
With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall. 

Jaa. Sir, by your patience ; if I heard you rightly, 
The auke hath put on a religious life. 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court ? 

Jaq. de B, He hath. 

Jaq, To him will I : out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and leam'd. — 
You to your former honor I bequeath ; [To Dirxs flf. 

Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it :— 
You [to Orlando] to a love, that your true faith doth merit :— 
You to Oliver! to your land, ana love, and great allies : — 
You [to SiLviusj to a long and well deserved bed : — 
And you [to Touchstone] to wrangling ; for thy loving voyage 
Is but for two months victual'd : — So to your pleasures ; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 

Duke S, Stay, Jaques, stay. 

Jaq, To see no pastime, I : what you would have 
111 stay to know at your abandon'd cave. [Exit 

Duke 8* Proceed, proceed : we will begin these rites, 
And we do trust they'll end, in true delights. [A ilwce. 



OTHELLO, THE MOOE OF VENICE. 



' The Plot B taken fiom the Heeatommiai, or * Handred Tales* of GireJdo Ciiithi«, 
an Italian novelist and dramatist of the second class, in the sixteenth century/' But al- 
though Shakspeare was indebted for the general plan of his plot to the Italian novelist, 
▼et many of the characters are entirely of his own creaUon, and all of than owe to him 
hat individuality which Shakspeare, of all dramatic poets, seems to possess the power of 
..ransfusing into all the personages he introduces into his Dramas. 

Bishop Lowth says of this Play, that — ** the passion of Jealousy, its causes, pro gr ew, 
incidents, and efibcts, have been more truly, more acutely, more copiously, and more im- 
pressively delineated, than has been done by all the disquisitions of all the phllosophen 
who have treated on this dark aigument." 

But it may well be added, that the beauties of this immortal Drama are to conspicnom 
■•to need no aid of critical illustration. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Duke op Venice. 

BiiABANTio,a Senator. 

Two other Senators. 

Gratiano, brother to Brabantio. 

LoDovico, kinsman to Brabantio. 

Othello, the Moor : 

Cassio, his lieutenant; 

Iaqo, his ancient, 

RoDERioo, a Venetian Gentleman. 

MoNTANo, Othello*B predecessor in the government of Cyprofl* 

Clown, servant to Othello. Herald. 

Desdemona, daughter to Brabantio, and wife to Othello. 
Emilia, wife to lago. 

Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musicians, Sailors, Attendants, djrc, 

SCENEy— /or the First Act, in Venice ; during the rest of the plaf, at 
a Sea-Fort in Cyprus. 
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OCbdlo, a noble Moor, in the aervioe of the States of Venioe, hat won the afleelioiii 
of Deidemona, the dangbter of Brabantio. The lady leaves her father's boose, clande»* 
tindy, and is married to the Moor : lago, a seeming friend of Othello, hot in reality his 
'* direst foe/' — acquaints Brabantio of Desderaona's fli^t, and sets the enraged father ■■ 
pnmiit of his dangbtor and her hnsband : bo then joins the Moot, to ayoid snsnicion of 
his double dealing. 

ACT I. 

SCENE II.— A Street in Venice. ' 
Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants. 

logo. Thoagh in the trade of war I have slain men* 
Yet do 1 hold it very stuff o* the conscience. 
To do no contriv'd murder ; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him liere under the ribs. 

Oik. Tis better as It is. 

logo. Nay, but he prateo, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honor. 
That, with the little godliness I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir, 
Are you fisist married ? for, be sure of this, — 
That the magnifico is much beloved ; 
And hath, in his efibct, a voice potential. 
As double as the duke's ; he will divorce you ; 
Or put upon vou what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all his might to enforce it on,) 
Will give him cable. 

Otk, Let him do his spite : 

My services, which I have done the signiory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honor, 
I shall promulgate,) I fetch mv life and being 
Prom men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
May speak, unbonnett^, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd : For know, Iago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look ! what lights come yonder I 

Enter Cassio, at a distance, and certain Officers, tt?ith torches 
logo. These are the raised father, and his friends : 

You were best go in. 

Oth Not I : I must be found ; 

My Darts, my title, and my perfect soul, 

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 
Iago. By Janus, f think no. 
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Oih. The servants of the duke and my lieutenant 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 
What i8 the news ? 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general ; 

And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance, 
Even on the instant. 

Oik. What is the matter, think you ? 

Cos. Sometliing from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 
It is a business of some heat : the gallies 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night, at one another's heels ; 
And many of the consuls, rais'd, and met. 
Are at the duke's already : You have been hotly call'd for ; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate hath sent about three several quests. 
To search you out. 

Oth. 'TIS well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house, 
And go with you. [Exit. 

Cos, Ancient, what makes he here ? 

logo. He's married. 

Cos. To whom? 

Re^aer Othello. 

loffo. Many, to— Come, captain, will you go ? 

0th, ' Have with you. 

Cos, Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

ErUer Beabantio, Roderigo, and Officers qfn^lUi toUh torohes ana 
toeapons. 

logo. It is Brabantio : — ^general, be advis'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Hola! stand there! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief I 

[They draw on hoth sidet, 

lago. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for you. 

Om. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust them. — 
Good signior, you shall more command with years. 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O tnou foul thief, where hast thou stow'd my daughter ? 
Thou hast enchanted her : 
For ni refer me to all things of sense. 
If she in chains of magic were not bound. 
Whether a maid — so tender, fair, and happy , 
So opposite to marriage, that she shunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 
Would over have, to incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thinf as thou : 
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Thou hast practisM on her with fool charms. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant : — 
Iay hold upon him : if he do resist, 
8ut)due him at his peril. 

Oih* Hold your hands. 

Both jrou of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I would have known it 
Without a prompter.— Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prison: till fit tin. 

Of law, and course of direct session. 
Call thee to answer. 

Oih. What if I do obey? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied ; 
Whose messengers are here about my side. 
Upon some present business of the state. 
To bring me to him. 

Cfff, Tis true, most worthy signior 

The duke's in council ; and your noble self, 
I am sure, is sent for. 

Bra, How, the duke in council ! 

In this time of the night !— Bring hun away : 
Mine's not an idle cause : the duke himself. 
Or any of ray brothers of the state 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as twere their own : 
For if such actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be. [Blxeuni 

SCENE in.— 7^ Same, A Council Chamber. 

The Duke, and Senators, siuing at a table ; Officers aUending. 

Duke, There is no composition in these news. 
That gives them credit 

lit Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion'd ; 

My letters say, a hundred and seven gallies. 

Dvke. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2nd Sen, And mine, two hundred 

But though they jump not on a just account, 
(As in these cases, wnere the aim reports, 
•Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and beanng up to Cyprus. 

Dvke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and ^acious. 
Steering with due course toward the isle of Rliodes, 
llave there injointed them with an after fleet. 

\sl Sen. Ay, so I thought :— How many, as you guess t 
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Mess, Of thirty sail : and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes towards Cyprus. — Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor. 
With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And praysyou to believe him. 

Duke, *Tis certain then for Cyprus. — 

1st Seru Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iago, Roderigo, and Officers. 

Duke, Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

I fid not see you ; welcome, gentle signior, [To BEABANTia 

We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours : Good your grace, j^rdon me ; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business. 
Hath rais'd me from my &d ; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o'erbearing nature. 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows. 
And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what's the matter ' 

Bra, My daughter ! O, my daughter ! 

Sen. Dead", 

Bra. Aye, to me : 

She is abus'd, stol'n from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks : 
For nature so preposterously to err. 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense. 
Sans witchcraft could not 

Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herself, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter. 
After your own sense ; yea, thou^ our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems. 
Your special mandate, for the state afiairs. 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke <t Sen, We are very sorry for it. 

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to this ? 

[ToOnuLLo 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approved good masters, — 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter. 
It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
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Hatn this extent no more. Rude am I in my speech. 

And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 

For since these arms of mine nad seven years* pSth, 

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us'd 

Their dearest action in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can I speak, 

More than pertains to feats of l»t>il and battle ; ~ 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause. 

In speaking for myself: Yet, by vour gracious patience, 

I will a round unvamish'd tale deliver 

Of my whole course of love : what drugs, what chaimt 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

(For such proceeding I am charg'd withal,) « 

I won his (laughter with. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blusn'd at herself; And she^ — ^in spite of natare. 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing, — 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on 9 
It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect, 
That will confess — ^perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature. 
I Uierefore vouch again, 

That With some mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with some dram conjur d to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Dvke. To vouch this, is no proof; Othello, speak ^-^ 
Did you by indirect and forc'd courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections ; 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul am)rdeth? 

Olh. I do beseech you, 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report. 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you. 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fail upon my life. 

Dvke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

0th. Ancient, conduct them : ycm best know the jJace.— 

[Exeunt Iago, and Attendants 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 
So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oth, Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me l 
Still questioned me tlie story of my life, 
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Prom year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 

That 1 hare pass'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 

Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances. 

Of moving accidents, by flood and field ; 

Of hair-breadth scapes i' the imminent deadly broach ; 

Of bein^ taken by the insolent foe, 

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 

And portance in my travel s history : 

Wherein of antres vast, and deserts wild. 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch heaven, 

It was my hint to speaic, such was the process ; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 

Do grew beneath their shoulders. These things to hear, 

Would Desdemona seriously incline : 

But still the house affairs would draw her thence ; 

Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my discourse : Which I observing. 

Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcels she had something heard. 

But not intentively : I did consent ; 

And often did beguile her of her tears. 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke. 

That my youth suffer'd. My story being done. 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 

She swore, — ^In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing bwrange 

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful : 

She wish'd, she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 

That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd me ; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story. 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake • 

She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd ; 

And I lov'd her, that she did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I nave us'd ; 

Here comes the lady, let her witness it. 

Enter DEaDEMONA, Iaoo, and Attendants. 

Duke, I think, this tale would win my daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 
Men do their broken weapons rather use,' 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak ; 

If she confess, that she was half the wooer. 
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Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress ; 
Do yon perceive in all this noble company, 
Where most you owe obedience 9 

Des, My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you, I am bound for life, and education ; 
My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter : But here's my husband ; 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father. 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra, Heaven be with you ! — I have done : — 
Come hither, Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart. 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart, 
I would keep from thee. I have done, my lord. 
Proceed to tnr afiairs of state. 

Duke, The Turk with a most mighty preparation makes for Oy» 
prus : — Othello, the fortitude of the ^ace is best known to you : you 
must therefore be content to slubber the gloss of your new fortunea 
with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

Otk, The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition ; 
With such accommodation, and besort. 
As levels with her breeding. 

Dvke, If you please, 

Be't at her father's. 

Bra, I'll not have it so. 

Oih, Nor I. 

Des, Nor I ; I would not there reside. 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend a prosperous ear ; 
And let me find a charter in your voice. 
To assist my simpleness. 

JDvJke, What would you, Desdemona ? 

Des, That I did love the Moor to live with hinii 
My downright violence and scorn of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world : my heart's subdued 
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Even to the very quality of my lord : 
I saw Othello's visage in his mind ; 
And to his honors, and his valiant parts, 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate, 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
i shall a heavy interim support 
By his dear absence : Let me go with him. 

Oth. Your voices, lords :— 'beseech you, .et hei urill 
Have a free way. 

Duke, Be it as you shall privately determine. 
Either for her stay, or going : the afiair cries — haste. 
And speed must answer it ; you must hence to-night. 

Des. To-night, my lord ? 

Duke. This night. 

Oth. With aU my heart 

Duke. At nine i' the morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave some officer behind, 
And ho shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and respect, 
As doth import you. 

Oth. Please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man he is of honesty, and trust : 
To his conveyance I assign my wife, 
With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. — 

Good night to every one. — ^And, noble signior, [ To BBiBAHrao. 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 
Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

Bra. Look to her. Moor : have a quick eye to see*; 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 

[Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, <f^ 

Oth. My life upon her faitli. — Honest lago. 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee ; 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in the best advantage. — 
Come, Desdemona, I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction. 
To spend with thee: we must obey the time. 

[ExeuTU Othello, and Desdemouji 

ACT II. 

SCENE I.— A Sea-part Town in Cyprus. 

DssdAmoaa, escorted by lago, has proceeded to Cyprus, where she is anxioiuly awaU 
iag the anival of Othello from his victorions expedition against the Ottomites. Cmsio 
tbe Moor*8 lientenant, has just landed at Cyprus. 

8* 
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Enter Cassio, and Montako. 

Cos, Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle 
JThat so approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens, 
iive him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea ! 

Mon, Is he well shipp'd ? 

Cos, His bark is stoutly timber'd, and his pOot 
X very expert and approved allowance ; 
rherefore mv hopes, not surfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 

[ Wilhin,] A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Cos, What noise ? 

Gent, The town is empty ; on the brow o' the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry — a sail. 

Cos, My hopes ao shape him for the governor. 

QenL They do discharge their shot of courtesy. [Quns heard 
Our friends at least 

Cos, I pray you, sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd. 

Gent. I shall. [Elxit 

Mon, But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd ? 

Cos. Most fortunately : he hath achieved a maid 
That paragons description, and wild fame ; 
One tnat excels the quirks of blazoning pens. 
And in the essential vesture of creation. 
Does bear all excellency. — How now ? who has put in ? 
Re-enter Gentleman. 

Genu 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cas. He has made most favorable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds. 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless keel, 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she ? 

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain's captain, 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 
O, behold, 

JEJTiter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, Roderigo, and, Attendants. 
The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round ! 

■P«5- 1 thank you, valiant (/assio. 

VVhat tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 
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Cas, He is not yet arriv'd ; nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be shortly here. 

Des. O, but I fear ; — How lost you company ? 

Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our feUowship : But, hark ! a sail. 

See for the news. — [Exit Gentleman. 

Grood ancient, you are welcome ; — ^Welcome, mistress : [ To Esclia. 
Let it not gall your patience, good lago, 
That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. [Kissing her, 

logo. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips, 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 
You'd have enough. 

Des, Alas, she has no speech. 

loffo. In faith, too much ; 
I find it still, when I have list to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

Emit, You have little cause to say so. 

Des, O, fye upon thee, slanderer I 

logo. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk. 

EmU. You shall not write my praise. 

logo. No, let me not 

Des, What would'st thou write of me, if thou should'st praise me ! 

logo. O gentle lady, do not put me to't ; 
For I am nothing, if not critical. 

Des. Come on, assay : — There's one gone to the harbor ? 

logo. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. 
Come, how would'st thou praise me ? 

lago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize, 
It plucks out brains and all. 
She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had tongue at will , and yet was never loud ; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay ; 
Pled from her wish, and yet said, — now I may^ 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Bade her wrong stay^ and her displeasure fly : 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind, 
See suitors following, and not look behind, \ 

She was a wight, — if ever such wight were, — 

Des. To do what? 

logo. To nurse young fools, and chronicle small beer. 

Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion ! — ^Do not learn of him, 
Emilia, though he be thy husband. — How say you, Cassio ? is he not 
a most profane and liberal counsellor ? 
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Cos. He speaks home, madam ; you may relish him more in th« 
soldier, than in the scholar. 

logo, [Aside,] He takes her by the pahn : Ay. well said, whis« 
per : with as little a web as this, will 1 ensnare as great a fly as 
Cassio. Ay, smile upon him, do ; I will gyve thee in tliine own 
courtship. Yon say true ; 'tis so, indeed : if such tricks as these 
strip you out of your lieutenancy, it had been better you had not 
kissed your three fingers so oft, which now again you are most apt 
to play the sir in. Very good ; well kissed ! an excellent courtesy ! 
'tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your Ups ? — ITrumpeO 
The Moor, I know his trumpet 

Cos, 'Tis truly so. 

Des, Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Cos. Lo, where he comes ! 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Olh. O my fair warrior ! 

Des. My dear Othello ! 

0th, It gives me wonder great as my content, 
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms. 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death ! 
If it were now to die, 
Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear. 
My soul hath her content so absolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des, The heavens forbid, 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow ! 

Oth, Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 

I cannot speak enough of this content, 
It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 

And this, and this, the greatest discords be, [Kissing her 

That e'er our hearts shall make. 

la^o, O, you are well tun'd now ! 

But I'll set down the pegs that make this music, 
As honest as I am. \ Aside 

Oth, Gome's, let's to the castle. 

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are drown'd, 
How do our old acquaintance of this isle ? 
Honey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus, 
I .have found great love amongst them. O my sweety 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. — ^I pr'ythee, good lago, 



Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the master to the cit?.del ; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
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Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

lago now commences bis plots a^^nst the Moor : his £nt movement is to pnt OtheUt 

** into a jealoasy so stron?, 

That jodgment cacnot care, * 

and Cassio is the instrument lie selects for his purpose. Under the plea of " carousing " t« 
the health of the General and his fair wife, he leads Cassio into a drunken brawl, while .h« 
Lieutenant is on guard at the Castle. Otheho enters to learn the cause of the ai»> 
kurbance. 

Othello, Iago, Cassio, Montano, and Attendants. 

0th. What is the matter here ? 

Mon. I hleed still, I am hurt to the death ; — ^he dies 

Oih, Hold, for your lives. 

Ic^o, •Hold, hold, lieutenant, — sir, Montano, — ^gentlemen,— 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 
Hold, hold ! ue general speaks to you ; hold, for shame ! 

OCk, Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth this ? 
Are we tum'd Turks ; and to ourselves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage. 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dregful bell, it frights the isle 
Prom her propriety. — What is uie matter, masters ? — 
Honest Iago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I charge thee. 

logo. I do not know ; — friends all but now, even now : 
And then, but now, 
(As if some planet had unwitted men,) 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast. 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And 'would in action glorious I had lost 
These le^, that brou^t me to a part of it ! 

OCk, How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot ? 

Cas. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot speak. 

0th, Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure ; What's the matter. 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 
Your officer, Iago, can inform you — 
While I spare speech, which something now offends me :- 
Of all that I do know : mot know I aught 
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B^ me that's said or done amiss this night ; 
Unless self-charitj be sometime a vice ; 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin, 
When violence assails us. 

0th, Now, by heave.1, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgment collied, 
Assays to lead the way : If I once stir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on : ^ 
And he that is approv'd in this offence, 
Shall lose me. — What ! In a town ct war. 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear. 
To manage private and domestic quarrel. 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 
'Tis monstrous. — lago, who began it ? 

Mon, If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office, 
Thou dost aeliver more or less than truth. 
Thou art no soldier. 

Itigo, Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — ^Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself being in speech. 
There comes a fellow, crying out for help ; 
And Cassio following him with determin'd swoid^ 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats ms pause ; 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 
Lest, by his clamor, (as it so fell out,) 
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot, 
Outran my purpose ; and I retum'd the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords. 
And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 
I ne'er might say before : When I came back, 
(For this was brief,) I found them close together, 
At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were. 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter can 1 not report : — 
But men are men : the best sometimes forget :«- 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best^— > 
Yet, surely Cassio, I believe, receiv'd. 
From him that fled, some strange indignity, 
Which patience cou. d not pass. 

Oth. I know, lago, 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
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Making it Jght to Cassio : — ^Cassio, I love the^ , 

But never more be officer of mine. — [Exit. 

logo. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Cas. Ay, past all surgery. 

logo. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O, I have .ost my repu* 
tation! I have lost the immortal part. — ^My reputation, lago, my 
reputation. 

logo. As I am an honest man, I thought you had received some 
bodily wound; there is more offence in that, than in reputation. 
Reputation is an idle and most false imposition; oft got without 
merit, and lost without deserving : you have lost no reputation at all, 
unless you repute yourself such a ioser. What, man ! there are 
ways to recover the general again: sue to him again, and he is 
yours. 

Cas, I will rather sue to be despised, than to deceive so good a 
commander, with so slight, so drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. 
O thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hadst no name to be known 
by, let us call thee— devil ! 

logo. What was he that you follow'd with your sword ? What 
had he done to you ? 

Cas. I know not. 

logo. Is it possible ? 

Cas. I remember a mass of things, but nothing distinctly ; a quar- 
rel, but nothing wherefore. — O, that men shoum put an enemy in 
their mouths to steal away their brains ! that we should, with joy, 
revel, pleasure, and applause, transform ourselves mto beasts ! 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough : How came you thus 
recovered ? 

Cas. It hath pleased the demon drunkenness, to dve place to the 
demon wrath : one unperfectness shows me another to make me 
frankly despise myself. 

logo. I could neartily wish this had not befallen ; but, since it is 
as it IS, mend it for your own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again ; he shall tell me, I am a 
drunkard ! Had I as many mouths as Hydra, such an answer would 
stop them all. To be now a sensible man, by and by a fool, and pre- 
sently a beast ! O strange ! — ^Every inordinate cup is unblessed, and 
the ingredient is a demon. 

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be 
well used ; exclaim no more against it. And, good lieutenant, I 
think, you think 1 love you. 

Cas. I have well approved it, sir. — ^I drunk ! 

logo. You, or any man living, may be drunk at some time, man. 
ril tell you what you shall do. Our general's wife is now the 
general ; — I may say so in this respect, for that he hath devoted and 
given up himself to the contemplation, mark, and denotement of her 
parts and graces : — confess yourself freely to her ; importune her ; 
she'll help to put you in your place again : she is of so free, so kind, 
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K) apt, 80 blessed a disposition, that she holds it a vice in her g^ood 
1683, not to do more than she is requested. 

Cos, Yon advise me well. 

logo. I protest, in the sincerity of love, and honest kindness. 

Cas, I tnink it freely ; and, betimes in the morning, I will beseedi 
Jki virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me : I am desperate of oiy 
fonnnes, if they check me here. 

la^o. You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant ; I must to 
the watch. 

Cas. Good night, honest lago. [Exit Cassio 

ACT III. 

Iaoo bAring eflfocted the disgnoe of Cassio, ntgn him to apply to Deademo&a, to 
wek through her •ntieatiet a reconciliation with Othello. Cassio believing that Ingm 
" advises well," beaeeohet Desdemona to interfere in tii behalf ¥rith her hnsband : iba 
promises him her aid. 

iago artfoUj oses the kindness of DesdemoBa, as a means to excite the jeaJousy 9t 
Othello. 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emill^ 

Des. Be thou assnr'd, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

Emii, Good madam, do ; I know, it grieves my husband, 
As if the case were his. 

Des, O, that's an honest fellow. — ^Do not doubt, Cassio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cas, Bounteous madam. 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He's never any thing but your true servant. 

Des, O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord : 
You have known him long ; and be you weU assur'd. 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politic distance. 

Cas, Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may either last so long, 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet. 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 
That, I being absent, and my place supplied, 
Mj general will forget my love and service. 

Des, Do not doubt that : before Emilia here, 
I mve thee ^/arrant of thy place ; assure thee, 
If I do vow a friendship, I'll perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 
f '11 interminffle every thing he does 
With Cassi(?s suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio) 
For thy solicitor shall rather die, 
Than give thy cause away. 
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m }xt; Enter Othello and Iago, at a distance. 

Emil. Madam, here comes 

j_^ My lord. 

^r Cas. Madam, Til take my leave. 
^^ Des. Why, stay, 

And hear me speak. 
- Cos, Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease, 

' ^ Unfit for mine own purposes. 
. Des. Well, well, 

■ ^^ Do your discretion. [Exit CAasttX 

Iago, Ha ! I like not that. 

oS. What dost thou say ? 
logo. Nothing, my lord : or if— I know not what. 
w» Om. Was not that Cassio, parted from my wife ? 
tei logo. Cassio, my lord ? No, sure, I cannot think it, 
»i » That he would steal away so guilty-like, 

Seemg you coming. 
3?' Oth, 1 do believe 'twas he. 
Des, How now, my lord ? 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 
Oth. Who is t yju mean ? 

Des, Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my lord 
f f I have any grace, or power to move you. 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you. 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunnmg, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
I pr'jrthee, can him back. 

Oth. Went he hence now ^ 

Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled, 
That he hath left part of his grief with me ; 
I sufier with him. Good love, call him back. 

Oth. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other time. 
Des. But shall't be shortly ? 

Oth, The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Des. Shairt be to-night at supper ? 
Oth, No, not to-nighi. 

Des, To-morrow dinner then ? 

Oth, I shall not dine at home ; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday mom ; 
Or Tuesday noon, or night ; or Wednesday mom ; — 
I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he's penitent 
When shall he come ? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul, 
What you could ask me, that I should deny. 
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Or stand so mammering on. Wliat ! Michael CassiOb 
That came a wooing w iili you ; and many a time, 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much. — 

Oih, I will deny thee nothing : 
Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this. 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des, Shall I deny you ? no : Farewell, my lord. 

Oth, Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to thee straight. 

Des. Emilia, come : — ^Be it as your fancies teach you ; 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient [Exit^ with Emilia 

logo. My noble lord, 

Oth. What dost thou say, lago ? 

logo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my lady. 
Know of your love ? 

Oth. He did, from first to last : Why dost thon ask ? 

logo. But for a satis&ction of my thought ; 
No further harm. 

Oth. Whjr of thy thought, laco ? 

logo. I did not think, he had oeen acquainted with her. 

OtL O, yes ; and went between us very oft. 

logo. Indeed? • 

OuL Indeed ! ay, indeed : — ^Discem'st thou aught in that ? 
U he not honest 7 

lago. Honest, my lord ? 

OUi. Ay, honestt 

logo. My lord, for aught I know. 

Oth. What dost thou think ? 

logo. Think, my lord ? 

Oth. Think, my lord I 

By heaven, he echoes me, 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — Thou dost mean something : 
I heard thee say but now, — ^Thou lik'dst not that, 
When Cassio left my wife ; What did'st not like ? 
And, when I told thee, — he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cry'dst. Indeed ? 
And did'st contract and purse thy brow together. 
As if thou then had'st shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : If thou dost love me. 
Show me thy thought. 

logo. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. I think thou dost ; 

And, — for I know thou art full of love and honesty. 
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st theni breath. 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more : 
For such things in a false disloyal knave. 
Are tricks of custom : but, in a man that's just, 



OTHELLO. 168 

They are close denotements, working from the h^art, 
That passion cannot rule. 

logo. For Michael Cassio, — 

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 
Oth., I think so too. 

logo. Men should be what they seem ; 

Or, £ose that be not, 'would they might seem none ! 
OiK Certain, men should be what they seem. - 
logo. Why then, 

I think, that Cassio is an honest man. 
Oih, Nay, yet there's more in this : 
I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardcm me ; 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts ? Why, say, they are vile and false, 
As Where's thS palace, whereunto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not 7 who has a breast so pura, 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets, and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations 4awful ? 

OiK, Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago, 
If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago, I do beseech you, — 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess. 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses ; and, oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not, — ^I entreat you then, 
From one that so imperfectly conjects. 
You'd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance : — 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
0/fe. What dost thou mean ? 

lago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my lord. 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my purse, steals trash ; 'tis something, nothirg: 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands ; 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Oih. By heaven, 111 know thy thought. 
lago. You cannot, if my heart were m your hand : 
Nor shall not, vhile 'tis in my custody 
Oil, Ha' 
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logo O, beware, my lord, of jealousy 
Ft is the green-ey'd monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on. 

Oth, O misery ! 

logo. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enougn ; 
But riches, fineless, is as poor as winter. 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor : — 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

0th, Why ! why is this ? 

Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy. 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions 7 No : to be once in doubt, 
Is— once to be resolv'd : 
*Ti8 not to make me jealous, 
To say — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves companyi 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well: 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : , 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 
I'll see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this, — 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

Lmo, I am glad of this ; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me : — I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio : 
Wear your eye — ^thus, not jealous, nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature. 
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't : 
She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And, when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them most. 

0th, And so she did. 

Ic^o, Why, go to, then \ 

She that so young, could give out such a seeming. 
To seal her father's eyes up, close as oak. 
He thought, 'twas witchcraft : — But I am much to blame ; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon. 
For too much loving you. • 

Oth, I am bound to tlieo for ever. 

logo, I see, this hath a little dash'd your spirits. 

Oth, Not a jot, not a jot. 

logo. Trust me, I fear it4ias. 

1 hope, you A^ill consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my love : — But, I do see you are mov'd :— 
1 am to pray you, not to strain my speech 
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Po grosser issues, nor to larger reach, "^ 

Thim to suspicion. 

Oth. I will not. 

lago. Should yon do so, my lord, 

My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy friend :^- 
My lord, I see you are mov'd. 

Oth, No, not much mov'd :— 

I do not think but Desdemona's honest. 

logo. Long live she so ! and long live you to think so ! 

03i, And yet, how nature erring from itself, — 

logo. Ay, there's the point : — ^As, — to be bold with you, — 
Not to affect many proposed matches, 
Of her own cliine, complexion, and degree ; 
Whereto, we see, in all thin^ nature tends : 
Foh ! one may smell, in such, a will most rank, 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. — 
But, pardon me ; I do not in position. 
Distinctly speak of her : though I may fear. 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 
May fall to match you with her country forms. 
And (happily) repent. 

Oth, Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
Set on thv wife to observe : Leave me, lago. 

logo. My lord, J take my leave. [Ooing. 

Oth. Why did I marry ? — ^This honest creature, doubtless, 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

logo. My lord, I would, I mi^ht entreat your honor 
To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 
And though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 

?ror, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
et, if you please to hold him off awhile. 
You shall by that perceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the meantime. 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 
(As worthy cause I have, to fear — I am,) 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honor. 

Oth, Fear not my government. 

logo, I once more take my leave. [EiiL 

Oth, This fellow's of exceeding honesty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, « 

Of human dealings : If I do prove her haggard, 
Thou^ that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, 
rd whistle her off, and let her down the wind. 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am bljack ; 
Ana have not those soft parts of conversation 
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That chamberers have : Or, for I am declin'd 
Into the ^e of years *, — yet that's not much 'f-^ 
She's gone ; I am abos'd ; and my relief 
Must be— to loath her. Desdemona comes. 

Enter Desdshoha, €md Ebolia. 

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself! — 
m not believe it 

Des. How now, my dear Othello 7 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Des, Why is your speech so faint 7 are you not well ? 

Oth, I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

De$. Faith, that's with watching ; "twill away again : 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
it will be weU. 

Oth, Your napkin is too little ; 

[He jnUs the handkerchirffrom him^ and it drops 
Let it alone. Come, III go in with you. 

Des. I am very sorry that you are not well. 

[Exeunt Oth. and Dsm 

EmU. I am glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her first remembrance from the Moc^ : 
Mv wajTward husband hath a (hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it : but she so loves the token, 
(For he conjnr'd her, she would ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 
To kiss, and talk to. Fll have the work ta'en out, 
And give it lago ; 

What hell do with it, heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Llgo. 

logo. How now ! what do you here alone 7 

EmU. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for yo«. 

logo, A thing for me 7 — it is a common thing. 

EmU, Ha! 

logo. To have a foolish wife. 

*EmU, O, is that all 7 What wiU you give me now 
For that same handkerchief 7 

logo. What handkerchief 7 

EmU, What handkerchief 7 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you md bid me st^. 

]hgo. Hast stolen it from her 7 

EmU, No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence; 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took 't up. 
Look, here it is. 
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Mctgo. Give it me. 

EmU, What will you do with it, that you have been so earnest 
r* have me filch it 7 

logo. Why, what's that to you ? {^SnaUihmg iL 

JEmU. If it be not for some purpose of import, 
Grivo it me again : Poor lady ! she U run maa, 
When she shall lack it. 

I(mo, Be not you known oft ; I have use for it 
Go, leave me. Exit Emilia. 

I vrill in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin, 
And let him find it : Trifles, light as air. 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
A.S proofs of holy writ. 

Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragoia. 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow'dst yesterday. 

Oth. Ha ! ha ! false to me ? 

To me ? 

logo. Why, how now, general ? no more of that ? 
0%. Avaunt ! begone ! thou hast set me on the nek* 
logo, I am sorry to hear this. 
Om. O now, for ever. 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars. 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife. 
The royal banner, and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance, of glorious war ! 
And you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamors counterfeit. 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone ! 

logo. Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand ? 
Oth, I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first ffift. 
logo. Iknow not that : but such a handkerchief, 
(I am sure it was j^ur wife's,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe ms beard with. 
Oth. If it be that,— 

logo. If it be that, or any that was hers. 
It speaks against her, with the other proofs. 

Oth. 0, that the slave had forty thousand lives : 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 
Now do I see 'tis true. — Look here, lago ; 
All my fond love thus I do blow to heaveil : 
Tis gone. — 
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Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell ! 
Yield up, O love, thy/ crown, and hearted throne. 
To tvrannoos hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraught. 
For ^tis of aspicks' tongues ! 

logo. Pray, be content 

Om. O, blood, lam), blood ! 

L^o, Patience, I say ; your mind, perhaps, may change^ 

cSi, Never, lago. like to Uie Pontic sea. 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er feefs retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick and the Hellespont ; 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace. 
Shall ne'er look back, ne^er ebb to humble love. 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. — Now, by yond' marble heaven, [Kneds 

In the due reverence of a sacred vow 
I here engage my words. 

logo. Do not rise yet. — [Krutds, 

Witness, you ever-burning lights above ! 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witness, that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 
To wrongM Othello's service ! let him command. 
And to obey shall be in me remorse, 
What bloody work soever. 

Oth. I greet thy love. 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the instant put thee to't : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say. 
That Cassio's not alive. 

logo. My friend is dead ; 'tis done, at your request : 
But let her live. [ Exeunt 

• 

SCENE IV.— TAc same. 

Enter Desdemona, and Emilia. 

Des, Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia ? 

Emil. I know not^ maSiam. 

Des. Believe me : — ^And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

EmU. Is he not jealous ? 

Des, Who, he ? I think, the sun, where he was bom. 
Drew all such humors from him. 

Emil, Look, where he comes. 

Des, I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be calVd to him. — ^How is't with you, my lord ? 



OTHELLO. 169 



Enter OniELLO. 



Oih, WeD, my good lady ; — [Aside,] — O, hardness to disieinble !- 
How do you, Desdemona ? 

Des, Well, my good lord 

Oth. Give me yonr hand : "Us a good hand, 
A frank one. 

Des, You may, indeed, say so ; 
For 'twas that hand that^ve away my heart. 

Oth. A liberal hand : The hearts, of old, gave hands : 
But our new heraldry is — hands, not hearts. 

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now your promise. 

Oth. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with yon. 

Oth. I have ft ssdt and sullen rheum offends me ; ' 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my lord. 

Oth. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

Oth. That is a fault 

That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 
She was a charmer, and could ahnost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while die kept it^ 
'Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirelv to her love ; but if she lost it, 
Or made a gift of it, my fether's eye 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 
After new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft. 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
To lose or give't awav, were such peroition, 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is it possible ? 

Oth. 'Tis true ; There's maffic in the web of it 
A sibyl, that had numbered in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses, 
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work : 
The worms were hallow'd that did breed the silk , 
And it was dy'd in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserv'd of maidens' hearts. 

Des. Indeed! is'ttrue? 

Oth. Most veritable ; therefore look to't well. 

Des. Then would to heaven, that I had never seen it 

Oth. Ha! wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ? 

9 
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Oth. Is't lost 7 is*! gone ? speak, is it out of the way f 

Des, Heaven Uess us ! 

Olh. Say you ? 

Des, It is not lost ; But what and if it were T 

Oth. Ha! 

Des, I say, it is not lost 

Oth. Fetch't, let me see it 

Des, Why, so I cat, sir, hut I will not now ; 
This is a trick, to put me from my suit ; 
I pray, let Cassio be receiv'd again. 

Oth, Fetch me that handkerchief: my nund misgives. 

Des, Come, come ; 
You'll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oth, The handkerchief, 

Des, I pray, talk me of CassiO. 

Oth. The handkerchief, 

Des, A man that, all his time. 

Hath founded his good fortune on your love, 
Shar'd dangers with you ; 

Oth. The handkerchief, 

Des, In sooth, 
Yon are to Uame. 

Oth. Away ! [Exit Othello 

EmU. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne'er saw this before. 
Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief: 
I am most unnappy in the loss of it. 

EmU. 'TIS not a year or two shows us a man : 
Look you ! Cassio and my husband. 

Enter Iago, and Cassio. 

logo. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do't , 
And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio ? what's the news with you ? 

Cos. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you, 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love. 

Des, Alas ! thrice-gent Je Casski^ 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him, 
Were he in favor, as in humor, alter'd. 
So help me, every spirit sanctified, 
As I live spoken for you all my best, 
And stood within the blank of his displeasure, 
For my free speech ! You must a while be patient : 
What I can do, I will ; and more I will, 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

logo. Is my lord angry ? 
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EmU. He went hence but now, 

And, certainly, in strange unquietness. 

Ltgo, Can he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet him ; 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. 

Des, 1 pr'ythee do so. — Something, sure, of state, — [Exit Faoo 
£ither from Venice ; or some unhatch'd practice, 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, — 
Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, in such cases, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object. 
Nay, we must think, men are not gods ; 
Nor of them look for such observances 
As fit the bridal. 

EmU, Pray heaven^ it be state matters, as you think, 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy. 
Concerning you. 

Des, Alas, the day ! I never gave him cause. 

EmU. But jealous souls will not be answer'd so ; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause. 
But jealous for they are jealous. 

Des. I will go seek Othello. — Cassio, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit. 
And seek to affect it to my uttermost. 

Cos, I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Desdemoha, <md Ebiilia. 

The catastrophe of this noble domestio tragedy, is foreshadowed in onr extracts. 
Othello, convinced of his wife's dishonor, u instigat *4 by rage and jealonsy to take her 
Jfe. Bnt the innocence of Desdemona is proved b ' *h^ confession of Emilia, and tha 
ikeaiverj of Iago*s treachery. Othello, overwheloMd with vrW uid remorse destroya 
fctasMlf, ani lago is delivered a prisoner into the hands cf lustioai 
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Th* TivraiT b nippoMd to to Um Ian piodoctira of Shaktpesre'i niglity geatat; 
■■ ll ii graefmdy MkaowUdgtd to to Um note ofiginal ud perf«ot of bis works. In tfaii 
Play tto PMt has litaraOy ** fiwn to airy Mthiags a local babitatioa aad a name,** tm- 
iowiaf them with qaalitin aad famiriiiaf tbea with a itaess of laagnafB, whieb feavwli 
Shasa eraatoias of bk imagialap with aO the cbann aad seiMaace ni reaUty. 

The stoiy b dnple ia its ooastraetioa, yet it is deeply iataieatfait. Oar ssleatio B s p% 
iaat the auOa laeMaats of tto plot ia eoasaeathre saeesarioa. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Alomio, Kkig 9/ Napkt. 
8bba8TIAji» Am brother. 
PmoariBO, the rightful Duke of Milan. 
Antoii 10, hit brother, the ueurping Duke of Milan, 
FEftom AHD, mm to the King of Naples. 
GoNXALO, an honeet old counsellor of Naplea. 
AoRun, Francisoo, lords. 
Caliban, a savage and deformed slave, 
Trinculo, a jester. 
Stephaho, a drunken butler. 
Master of a ship. Boatswain, and Mariners. 
Miranda, daughter to Prospero. 
Ariel, an airy spirit. 

Iris, Ceres, Juno, Nymphs, Reapers, spirits. 
Other spirits attending on Pro^Ksro. 

ACT I. 

SCENE. — The Sea, with a Ship; afterwards an uninhahned Island. 

Praspeio» tto rigbtfol Duke of Mflan, has been dethroned by bis brother Antoaie, 
<nd banished from his dominions. Prospero seeks refuge in a desert island, with hii 
iaaftbter Bfiianda. and by magio aru, snrronnds himself with " potent spirita." whieb 
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•re obedient to his wid. Having learned bj hit " magic " that hit brother Afetonio htf 
embarked in a vessel for Naples, in company with Alonco, King of Naples, the king*! 
eon, Ferdinand, together with certain lords of Milan and Naples, Prospero oommaads his 
tnuty spirit Ariel, to wreck' the vessel near the island, bnt to save the lives of the nobl^ 
pusengeiB and crew, and bring thmn safely to shore. Pioepeio and hia daughter Miranda 
witness the destmetion of the vessel, 

SCENE U.—The Island: before (he Cell of Pbosprro. 
Enter Prospero, and MiRAifDA. 

Mira, If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them : 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek, 
Dashes the fire out. O, f have suflfer'd 
With those that I saw suffer ! a brave vessel. 
Who had no doubt some'lioble creatures in her, 
DashM all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Against my very heatt ! Poor souls ! they perish'd. 
Had I been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk the sea witlun the earth, or e'er 
It should the good ship so have swallowed, and 
The freighting souls within her. 

Pro. Be collected ; 

No more amazement : tell your piteous heart, 
There's no harm done. 

Mira, O, woe the day ! 

Pro. No haim. 

I have done nothing but ui care of thee, 
(Of thee, my dear one ! thee, my daughter t) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am ; nor that I am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a fo^ poor cell, 
And thy no greater father. 

Mira, More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pro, Tis time 

I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand. 
And pluck my magic garment from me. — So; {Laysiown hu mm^ 
Lie there my art — Wipe thou thine eyes ; have comfort. 
The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compassion in tiiee, 
I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order'd, that there is no soul — 
No, not so much perdition as a hair, 
Betid to any creature in the vessel 

Which thou heard'st cry, which ^ou 8aw*st sink. — Sit down ; 
For thou must now know further. 

Mira. You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopp'd 
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And left me to a bootless inquisition ; 
Conclading, Stoy, not yet, — 

Pro. The hour's now oonM % 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 
Obey, and be attentive. Can*st thou remember 
A time before we came unto this ceil ? 
I do not think thou can'st ; for then thou wast not 
Out three years old. 

jlftfo. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pro, By what ? by any other house, or person ? 
Of any thmg th^ image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mira. " Tis far <^: 

And rather like a dream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Four or five women once, that tended me f 

Pro, Thou had'st, and more, Miranda : But how is it| 
That this lives in thy mind 7 What seest thou else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time 7 
If thou remember'st au^t, ere thou cam'st here. 
How thou cam'st here, mou may'st. 

Mira. But that I do noL 

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve years since 
Thy fiither was the duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father 7 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said— ^ou wast my daughter ; and thy fieither 
Was duke of Milan ; and his only heir 
A princess, no worse issued. 

Mira. O, the heavens 1 

What foul play had we, that wo came from thence ; 
Or blessed was't, we did 7 

Pro. Beth, both, my girl ; 

By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mira. O, :ny heart bleeds 

To think o' the teen* that I have tum'd you to. 
Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, further. 

Pro, My brother, and thy uncle, call'd Antonio,— 
I pray thee, mark me, — ^that a brother should 
Be so perfidious ! — he whom, next thyself, 
Of aU the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The manage of my state ; as, at that time, 
Through all the signories it was tlie first. 
And Prospero the prime duke ; being so reputed 
In dignity, and, for the liberal arts, 
Without a parallel : those being all my study, 

• Sorrow 
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The government I <ast upon my brother, 
And to my state grew stranger, being transported, 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle^ 
Dost thou attend me ? 

Mira, Sir, most heedfully. 

Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits, 
How to deny them ; whom to advance, and whom 
To trash* for over-topping ; new created 
The creatures that were mine ; I say, or chang'd them 
Or else new form'd them ; having both the key 
Of officer and office, set all hearts i' th' state 
To what tune pleas'd his ear ; that now he was 
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, 
And suck'd my verdure out on't. — Thou attend'st not : 
I pray thee, mark me. 

Jmra. O good sir, I do. 

Pro, I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which, but by being so retired. 
O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in my false brother 
Awak'd an evil nature : and my trust, 
lake a good parent, did beget of him 
A falsehood, in its contrary as great 
As my trust was : which had, indeed, no limit, 
A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded, 
Not only with what my revenue yielded, 
But what my power might else exact, — ^like one. 
Who having, unto truth, by telling of it, 
Made such a sinner of his memory, 
To credit his own lie, — ^he did believe 
He was indeed the duke ; out of the substitution, 
And executing the outward face of royalty 
With all prerogative : — Hence his ambitioi: * 
Growing, — ^Dost thou hear ? 

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafhestii 

Pro. To have no screen between this part he play'd, 
And him he play'd it for, he needs will be 
Absolute Milan : Me, poor man ! — my library 
Was dukedom large enough ; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates 
(So dry he was for sway) with the king of Naples, 
To give Mm annual tribute, do him homage ; 
Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet unbow'd, (alas, poor Milan !) 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. O the heavens ! 

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event ; then tell me 
If this might be a brotlier. 

* Cat awajr. 
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Mira, T shonld sin 

To think but noUy of my grandmother. 

Pro, Now the rondtfa 

This king of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, b^kens my brother's suit ; 
Which was, that he m lieu o' the premises, — 
Of homage, and I know not how much tribute, 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom ; and cx)nfer fair Milan, 
With all the honors, on my brother : Whereon, 
A treacherous army levied, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan ; and, i' tlie dead of darkness^ 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying self. 

Mira. Alack, for pity ! 

I, not remembering how I cry'd out then, 
Will cry it o'er again : it is a hint, 
That wrings mine eyes to't 

Pro. Hear a little farther, 

And then I'll bring thee to the present business 
Which now's upon us ; without the which, this story 
Were most impertinent 

Mira. Wherefore did they not 

That hour destroy us ? 

Pro. Well demanded, girl ; 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst nol 
(So dear the love my people bore me,) nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business ; but 
With colors fairer painted their foul ends. 
In few, they hurri^ us aboard a lark ; 
Bore tis some leagues to sea ; where they prepar'd 
A rotten carcase of a boat, not rigg'd, 
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it : there they hoist us, 
To cry to the sea that roar'd to us ; to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again. 
Did us but loving wrong. 

Mira. Alack! v/hat trouble 

Was I then to you ! 

Pro. O ! a cherubim 

Thou wasi thou didst preserve me ! Thou didst smila^ 
Infused wi.h a fortitude from heaven, — 
When I have deck'd the sea with drops full salt ; 
Under my burden groan'd ; which rais'd in me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 

Mira. How came we ashore ? 

Pro, By Providence divire. 
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Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 

Out of his charity, (who being then appointed 

Master of this design,) did give us ; with 

Rich garments, linens, stuflS, and necessaries, 

Which since have steaded much ; so, of his gentleness. 

Knowing I lov'd my books, he furnish'd me. 

From my own library, with volumes that 

I prize above my dukedom.*^ 

Mira. Would I might 

But ever see that man ! 

Pro. Now I arise : — 

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 
Here in this island we arrived ; and here 
Have 1, thy schoolmaster, made thee aK>re profit 
Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vamer hours, and tutors not so careful. 

Mira, Heavens thank you for't ! And now, I pray you, sht, 
(For still *tis beatmg in my mind,} your reason 
For raisLQg this sea-storm 7 

Pro, Know thus far forth. — 

By accident most Strang, bountifiil fortune, 
Now, my dear lady, haui mine enemies 
Brought to this shore : and by my prescience 
I fina my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star ; whose influence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. — ^Here cease more questions ; 
Thou art inclin'd to sleep ; 'tis a good dulness, 
And give it way ; — ^I know thou can'st not choose. 

[BflRANDA 8leep$ 
Come away, servant, come : I am ready now ; 
Approach, my Ariel ; come. 

Enter Arte\ 

Ari. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure ; te't to fly, 
To swim, to (five into the flre, to ride 
On the curl'd clouds ; to thy strong bidding, task 
Ariel and all his quality. 

Pro, " Hast thou, spirit, 

Perform'd to point the tempest that I bade thoe T 

Ari, To every article. 
I boarded the king's ship ; now on the beak, 
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 
1 flam'd amazement : Sometimes, I'd divide. 
And bum in many places ; on the top-mast. 
The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly, 
Then meet, and join : Jove's lightnings, the precursors 
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O' the dreadful thander-claps, more momentaiy 
Atid 8ight-out-running were not : The fire, and crack« 
Of tsulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
Seem*a to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Pro, My brave spirit ! 

Who w&s so firm, so constant, that this cou* 
Would not infect his reason 7 
- Ari, Not a softl 

But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 
Bome tricks of desperation : All, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel, 
Then all a-fire with me. The king's son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up-starincf, (then like reeds, not hair,) 
Was the first man uat leap'd. 

Pro. Why, that's my spirit. 

But was not this nigh shore 7 

Ari, Close by, my master. 

Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe 7 

Ari. Not a hair perish'd » 

On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 
But fresher than tefore : and, as thou bad'st me, 
In troops I have dispersed them 'bout the isle : 
The kind's son have I landed by himself; 
Whom f left cooling of the air with sighs, 
(n an odd angle of the isle, and sitting, 
His arms in this sad knot. 

Pro. Of the king's ship, 

The mariners, say, how thou hast dispos'd, 
And all the rest o' the fleet 7 

Ari. Safely in harbor 

ts the kind's ship ; in the deep hook, where once 
Thou call^st me up at midnisht to fetch dew 
Prom the still-vex'd Bermootnes, there she's hid : 
The mariners all under hatches stow'd ; 
Whom, with a charm join'd to their sufier'd labor, 
I have left asleep : and for the rest o' the fleet. 
Which I dispers'd, they all have met affain ; 
And are upon the Mediterranean flote,f 
Bound sadly home for Naples ; 
Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd, 
And his great person perish. 

Pro. Ariel, thy charge 

Exactly is perform'd ; but there's more work : 
What is the time o' the day 7 

Ari. Past the mid season. 

Pro. At least two glasses : the time 'twixt six ^nd now 
Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

* BasUe, tumalu f VV^ave. 
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Ari, Is there mure toil ? — Since thoa dost mve me pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou hast promis d, 
Whic/i is not yet perform'd me. 

Pro, * How now ? moody ? 

What is't thou can^st demand ? 

Ari. My liberty. 

Pro. Before the time be out 7 no more. 
Ari. I pray thee 

Remember, I have done thee worthy service ; 
Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv'd 
Without or grudse, or gnunblings : thou didst promise 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro. Dost thou forget 

From what a torment I did free thee 7 
Ari. No. 

Pro. Thou dost ; and think'st 
It much to tread the ooze of the salt deep ; 
To run upon the sharp wind of the nortn ; 
To do me business in the veins o' the earth, 
When it is bak'd with frost. 

Ari. I do not, sir. 

Pro. Thou h'est, malignant thing I Hast thou forgot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy. 
Was ^own into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her ? 
An. No, sir. 

Pro. Thou hast : Where was she bom 7 speak * uel aie. 

Ari. Sir, in Argier. 

Pro. O, was she so 7 I must. 

Once in a montn, recount what thou hast been, 
Which thou forget'st. ' This vile witch, Svcorax, 
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, fiDm Argier, 
Thou know'st, was banish'd ; for one thing she '.lid. 
They would not take her life : Is not this true 7 
ArL Ay, sfl*. 

Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought. 
And here was left by the sailors : Thou, my slave, 
As thou report'st thyself, was then her servant : 
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands. 
Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent ministers. 
And in her most unmitigable rage, 
Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 
Imprison'd, thou did'st painfully remain 
A dozen years ; within which space she died, 
And left thee there ; where thou didst vent thy groaii% 
As fast as mill-whee^ strike : Then was this island. 
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Saving bor eon, not honor*d with 
A human shape. 

Art, Yes ; Caliban her son. 

Pro. Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best knowVt 
What torment I did find thee in : thy grroans 
Did make wolves bowl, and penetrate the iH-easta 
Of ever-angry bears. This Sycorax 
Could not again undo ; it was mine art. 
When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made s^pe 
The pine, and let thee out. 

Art. I thank thee, master. 

Pro. Tf then nlore murmnr'st, I will rend an oak. 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou bast howl'd away twelve winters. 

Aru Pardon, master : 

I will be correspondent to command. 
And do my spiriting gently. 

Pro. Do so ; and after two days 

I will discharge thee. 

Art That's my noble master ! 

What shall I do? say what ? what shall I do? 

Pro. Go, make thyself like to a nymph o* the t>ea ; 
Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible 
To every eyeball else. Go, take this shape. 

And hither come in't : hence, with diligence. [Exit Asuub 

Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ; 
Awake ! 

Mira. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pro. Shake it off; Come on ; 

We'll visit Caliban, my^slave, who never 
Yields us a kind answer. 

Mira. 'TIS c villain, sir, 

I do not love to look on. 

Pro. But, as 'tis. 

We cannot miss him : he does make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices 
That profit us. What ho ! slave ! Caliban ! 
Thou earth, thou ! speak. 

Cal. \wUhin.] There's wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth, 1 say ; there's other business for thee : 
Come forth, thou tortoise ! when ? 

Re-enter Ariel, like a waler-nymph. 

Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear. 

Ari. My lord, it ehall be done. [Exik 

Pro. Thou poisonous slave, come forth ! 
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Enliir Calibak. 

CkU, As wicked dew as e'er my mother bra8h*d 
With raven's feather from unwholesome fen, 
Drop on you bc»ch ! a south-west blow on ye, 
And blister you all o'er. 

Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have cranpt 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work, 
Al exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

Col, I must eat my dinner. ♦ 

This island's mine, by Syoorax my mother, 
Which thou tak'st from me. When thou earnest first 
Thou strok'dst me, and mad'st much of me ; wbaU'st r* ^ OM 
Water with berries in't ; wad teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less. 
That bum by day and night : and then I lov'd theo, 
And show'd thee all the qualities o' the isle, 
The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and fertik » 
Cursed be 1 that I did so I — ^All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on yoa ! 
For I am all the subjects that you have, 
Which first was mine own king ; and here you sty me 
In this hard rock, while you do keep from me 
The rest of the island. 

Pro. AbhOTred slave ; 

Which any print of goodness will not take ; 
Being capable of all ill ! I pitied thee. 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hosr 
One thing or other : when thou did'st not, savaee. 
Know thine own meaning, but would'st gabble like 
A thing most brutish, I endow'd thy purposes 
With words that made them known : But thy vile race. 
Though thou did'st learn, had that in't which good naturer 
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou 
Deservedly confin'd into this rocK, 
Who had'st deserv'd more than a prison. 

Col, You taught me language ; and my profit on't 
Is, I know how to curse : me red plague ria* you. 
For learning me your language ! 

Pro. Hag-seed, hence I 

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best, 
To answer other business, Shrug'st thou, malice ? 
If thou neglect'st, or dost unwillingly 
What I command, I'll rack thee witli old cramps ; 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar 
That beasts shaU tremble at thy din. 

* Dertioy 
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Ckd No, pmy thee ! — 

I most ooey : hit art is of snch power, fAfiJi 

It would control my dam's god, Seiebos, 
And make a vassal of him. 

Pro. So, slave ; hence ! [Exit Caijbjlb. 

R&€tUer Ariel hmsible^ V^oying and swging ; Fsrimhaiid Jo^ 
lowing him, 

Fer, Where should this music be 7 i' the air, or the earJi ^ 
It sounds no more : — and sure it waits upon 
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank 
Weeping again the king my famer's wreck. 
This music crept by me upon the waters ; 
Allaying both tneir fury, aiid my passion, 
With its sweet air : thence I have follow'd it, 
Or it hath drawn me rather : — ^But 'tis gone. 
No, it begins again. 

Ariel sings. 

FuU/a^iom Jive thy faihtr lies : 

Cfhis hones are coral made ; 
Those are pearls^ that were his eyes : 

Nothing of him ihat doth fade^ 
But doth suffer a seorchange 
Into something rich and strange, 
Sea-nymjihs hourly ring his hneU : 
Hark ! now I hear them, ding-dong^ IdL 
[Burden^ ding-dong. 

Fer, The dittty does remember my drown'd father :-» 
fhis is no mortd business, nor no sound 
That the earth owns : — ^I hear it now above me. 

Pro, The fringed curtain of thine eye advance 
And say, what thou seest yond. 

Mira, What is't 7 a spirit T 

See, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir. 
It carries a brave form : — ^But 'tis a spirit. 

Pro, No, wench ; it eats and sleeps, and hath such senses 
As we have ; such : This gaUant, which thou seest, 
Was in the wreck ; and but he's something stain'd 
With CTief— that's beauty's canker — thou might'st call him 
A goodly person. He hath lost his fellows, 
And strays about to find them. 

Mxra, I might call him 

A thing divine ; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Pro, [Aside.'l It goes on, I see. 

As my soul prompts it : — Spirit, fine spirit ! PH free the* 
Withm two days for this. 
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Fer, Most sure, the goddess 

On whom these airs attend ! — Vouchsafe, my prayer 
May know, if you remain upon this island ; 
And that you will some good instruction give, 
How I may bear me here : My jprime request, 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder ! 
If you be maid or no ? 

Mira. No wonder, sir ; 

But, certainly a maid. 

Fer, My language ! heavens ! — 

I am the best of them that speak thid speech. 
Were I but where 'tis spoken. 

Fro. How ! the best ? 

What wert thou, if the kins of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer, A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee speak of Naples : He does hear me ; 
And, that he does, I weep : myself am Naples ; 
Who with mine eyes, ne er since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wreck'd. 

Mira. Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords ; the duke of Milan, 
And his brave son, being twain. 

Pro, The duke of Milan, 

And his more braver daughter, could control thee. 
If now 'twere fit to do't : — At the first sisht [Aside, 

They have chang'd eyes : — ^Delicate Ariel, 
I'll set thee free for this ! — A word, good sir ; 
I fear you have done yourself some wrong : a word. 

Mira, Why speaks my father so ungently ? This 
Is the third man that e'er I saw ; the first 
That e'er I siffh'd for : pity move my father 
To be inclin'd my way I 

Fer, O, if a virgin, 

And your affection not gone forth, I'U make you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pro. Soft, sir ; one word more.— 

They are both in either's powers ; but this swift business [Aside* 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 
Make the prize light. — One word more ; I charge thee, 
That thou attend me : thou dust here usurp 
The name thou ow'st not ; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on't 

Fer. No, as I am a inau. 

Mira, There's nothing ill can dwell in such a temple : 
If the ill spirit have so fair an house. 
Good things will strive to dwell with't 

Pro, Follow me.— [To Ferd. 

Bpeak not you for him ; he's a traitor. — Come. 
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Ill manacle thy neck and feet together : 
Sea-water shalt thoa drink, thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook mascles, withered roots, and husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled : Follow. 

Fer. No; 

[ will resist sach entertainment, till 
Mine enemy has more power. [Hs dtawi 

Mira, O dear &ther, 

Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He*s gentle, and not fearful.* 

Pro. What, I say. 

My foot my tntor ! Put thy sword up, traitor ; 
Who mak'st a show, but darst not strike, thy conscience 
Is so possessed with guilt : come ; from ^y ward ; 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick. 
And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. Beseech you, father ! 

Pro, Hence ; hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir, have pity, 

ni be his surety. 

Pro, Silence ! one word more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What ! 
An advocate for an impostor 7 hush ! 
Thou think'st there are no more such shapes as he. 
Having seen but him and Caliban : Foolish wench ! 
To the most of men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are angels, 

Mira, My afibctions 

Are then most humble ; I have no ambiticm 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pro. Come on ; obey • [To F<ax 

Thy nerves are in their infancy agam, 
And have no vigor in them. 

Fer. ^ So they are : 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father's loss, the weakness which I feel. 
The wreck of all mv friends, or this man's threats, 
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me, 
Might I but through my prison once a day • 
Behold this maid : all comers else of the earth 
Let liberty make use of; space enough 
Have I, in such a prison. 

Pro, It works : — Come on. — 

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel !— Follow me.— [ To Ffrd. and Ma 

Hark, what thou else shalt do me. [TY^A&isL 

m,^'*?- , Beof comfcat; 

My father's of a better nature, sir, 

• FrightfW 
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Tiian he appears by speech ; this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him. 

Pro. Thou shalt be as free 

As mountain wiuos ; but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 

Ari. To the syllable. 

Pro, Comei. follow : speak not for him. [Exeunt 

Ferdinand is compelled, by the power of Prospero, to assnme the menial enployiiiea 
of an attendant on Uie Magician, the more readily to bring the yoang Prince teto ma ■• 
qnaintance with Miranda, who regards him with affection. 

ACT III. 

SCENE L-^Bef(rre Prospero's CeU. 

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log. 

Fer, There be some sports are painful ; but their labor 
Delight in them sets off; some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be 
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious ; but 
The mistress, which I serve, quickens what's dead, 
And makes my labors pleasures : O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed ; 
And he's compos d of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a sore injunction : My sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work ; and says, such baseness 
Had ne'er like executor. I forget : 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labors ; 
Most busy, least when I do it. 

Enier Miranda, and Prospero at a distance^ 

Mira, Alas, now ! pray you 

Work not so hard ; I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin'd to pile ! 
Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this bums, 
Twill weep for having wearied you : My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself ; 
He's safe for these three hours. 

Fer, O most dear mistresB» 

The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
What I must stnve to do. 

Mira, If you'll sit down, 

m bear your logs the while : Pray, give me that ; 
111 carry it to the pile. 

Fer, No : precious creature ! 

/had rather crack my sinews, break my back. 
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Than yon should such dislionor undergo, 
While I sit lazy by. 

Mira, It would become me 

As well as it does you : and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it, 
And yours it is against 

Pro, ^ Poor worm ! thou art infeoted; 

This visitation shows it 

Mira, You look wearily. 

Fer. No, noble mistress ; 'tis fresh morning with m« 
When you are by at night I do beseech you, 
(Cliiefly, that I might set it in my prayers,) 
What is your name 7 

Mira, Miranda : — O my fiither, 

I have broke your best to say so ! 

Fer. Admir'd Miranda ! 

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have ey'd with best regard ; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Have I lik'd several women ; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'd, 
And put it to the foil : But you, O you. 
So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best 

Mira, I do not know 

One of my sex ; no woman's face remember. 
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men, than you, good friend. 
And my dear father : how features are abroad, 
I am sluUess of; but, by my modesty, 
(The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you ; 
Nor can imagination form a shape. 
Beside yourself, to like of; But I prattle 
Something too widely, and ray fatner's precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fer. I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda ; I do tiiink, a king ; 
(I would, not so !) and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than I would suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. — Hear my soul speak >«• 
The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service ; there resides. 
To make me slave to it ; and for your sake, 
Am I this patient log-man. 

Mira. Do you love me ? 
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Fer. O heaven, O earth, hear witness to this sound 
And crown what I profess with kind event, i 

If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief! I, 
Beyond all limit of what else i' the world, 
Do love, prize, honor you. 

Mira. I am a foo), 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pro. Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between them ! 

Fer, Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira. At mine unworthiness, that dare not oner 
What I desire to give ; and much less take, 
What I shall die to want : But this is trifling ; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself. 
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning ! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence I 
I am your wife, if you will marry me ; 
If not, ril die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; but I'll be your servant, 
Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My mistress, dearest, 

And I thus humble ever. 

Mira, My husband then ? 

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e'er of freedom : here^s my hand. 

Mira, And mine, with my heart in't : And now farewell, 
Till half an hour hence. 

Fer. A thousand! thousand! 

[Exeunt Fer. and Mn. 

Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be. 
Who are surpris'd with all ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I'll to my book ; 
For yet ere supper time, must I perform 
Much business appertaining. [Exit. 

Caliban and Ariel, nnder the direction of Prospero, take chaige of the other oharacten 
saved fimn the wreck. Caliban, to whom b confided the care of the Sailon, draw* 
them into a conspiracy to destroy Prospero. The King and his Company are bronght by 
Ariel to another part of the Island. 

Enter Alonzo, Sebastian, Antonto, Gonzalo, Adrian, Fkancisco^ 
and others. 

Gon. By'r la'kin, I can go no further, sir ; 
My old bones ache : here's a maze trod, indeed, 
Through forth-rights and meanders ! by your patience, 
* needs must rest me. 

Alan, Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 
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Who am mysolf attach'd with weariness, 
To the dulhng of my spirits : sit down, and rest, 
Even here i will put on my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd, 
Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land : Well, let him go. 

Ant. I am right glad that he's so out of hope. 

[Aside to Sbbastiai 
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That vou resolvM to effect 

Set, The next advantage 

Will we take thoroughly. 

Ant, Let it be to-nicrht ; 

For, now they are oppressed with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance, 
As when they are fresh. 

Seb, I say, to-night : no more. 

Solemn and strange music ; and Prosfero above, invisAle, En^er 

several strange Shapes, bringing in a banquet ; they danee about ii 

with gentle actions of saUtUatum ; and inviitng the King^ 4^ ^ ^^ 

they depart. 

Alon. What harmony is this ? my good friends, hark ! 

Gon. Marvellous sweet music ! 

Alan. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What were these ? 

Seb. A living drollery : Now I will believe 
That there are unicx)ms ; that, in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix* throne ; one phoenix 
At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. ril believe both ; 

And what does else want credit, come to me. 
And ril be sworn 'tis true ; Travellers ne'er did lie, 
Though fools at home condemn them. 

Gon. If in Naples 

I should report this now, would they believe me ? 
If I should say, I saw such islanders, 
(For, certes, tnese are people of the island,) 
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note, 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, tumost any. 

Pro. [Aside.'] Honest lord 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you mere present, 
Are worse than demons. 

Af^m. I cannot too much muse, 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, expressing 
(Although they want the use of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pro. [Aside.] Praise in departing. 
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Fran. They vanishM strangely. 

Seb, No matter, wnce 

They have left their viands behind ; for we have 8toniach8.-M. 
Wiirt please you taste of what is here ? 

Akm, Notl. 

Gon, Faith, sir, you peed not fear : When we were boys, 
Who would believe that there were mountaineers, 
Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had han^ng at them 
Wallets of flesh 7 or that there were such men, 
Whose heads stood in their breasts ? which now we find, 
Bach putter-out on &ve for one, will bring us 
Grood warrant of. 

AUm. T will stand to, and feed, 

Although my last : no matter, since I feel, 
The best is past : — Brother, my lord the duke, 
Stand to, and do as we. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel like a harpy; daps hu 
wings upon the table, and unth a quaint device, the banqvet vanithe$. 
ArL You are three men of sin, whom destiny 

(That hath to instrument this lower world. 

And what is in't,) the never-surfeited sea 

Hath caused to belch up ; and on this island 

Where man doth not inhabit ; you 'mongst men 

Being most unfit to Uve. I have made you mad ; 

[Seeing Al»n. Seb. dk. draw their suwrds. 

And even with such like valor, men hang and arown 

Their proper selves. You fools ! I and my fellows 

Are ministers of fate ; the elements. 

Of whom your swords are tempered, may as well 

Wound the loud winds, or with bemock d-«it stabs 

Kill the stiU-closing waters, as diminish 

One dowle that's in my plume ; my fellow ministers 

Are like invulnerable : if you could hurt. 

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths^ 

And will not be uplifted : But, remember, 

(For that's my business to you,) that you three 

From Milan did supplant good Prospero ; 

Expos'd unto the sea, which hath requit it. 

Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed 

The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 

Incens'd the seasand shores, yea, all the creatures, 

Against your peace : Thee, of thy son, Alonzo, 

They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me, 

Ling'ring perdition (worse than any death 

Can be at once) shall step by step attend 

Yon, and your ways ; whose wraths to guard you from 
(Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Upon your heads,) is nothing, but heart's sorrow, 
And a dear life ensuing. 
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He vanishes in thunder: then, to soft music^ enter the !9hapes agean^ 
and dance with mops and mowes^ and carry out the table. 

Pro. [Aside.] Bravely the figure of this harpy hast thou 
Perfonn'd, my Ariel ; a ffrace it had, devouring : 
or tny instruction hast thou nothing 'bated, 
In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life. 
And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Their several kinds have d<me : my high charms work. 
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their distractions : they now are in my power ; 
And in these fits I leave them, whilst I visit 
Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drown'd,) 
And his and my loved darling. [Exit PnosPEUofrpm above. 

Chm. V the name of something holy, sir, why stand you 
In this strange stare 7 

Alon. O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 

Methonght, the billows spoke, and told me of it ; 
The wimls did sing it to me ; and the thunder. 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The name of Prosper ; it cud bass mv trespass. 
Therefore my son i' the ooze is bedded ; and 
I'll seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded, 
And with him there lie mudded. lExtU 

8eb. But one fiend at a time, 

I'll fight their legions o'er. 

Am. I'll be thy second. [Exeunt Seb. and Ant 

Gon. All three of them are desperate ; their great guilt, 
Like poison given to work a great time after. 
Now 'gins to bite the spirits : — I do beseech you 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly, 
And hinder them from what this ecstasy 
May now provoke them to. 

Adr. Follow, I pray you. [Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L—Before Prospero's Cell 
Enter Prosfero, FERDiVAin), and Mirahda 

Pro. If I have too austerely punish'd vou. 
Your compensation makes amends ; for i 
Have given yon here a thread of mine own life. 
Or that for which I live ; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore Heaven, 
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I ratify this my rich gift. O, Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me, that I boast her off, 
For thoa shalt find she will outstrip all praise, 
A.nd make it halt behind her. 

Fer, I do believe it, 

Against an oracle. 

Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisitiofi 
Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter : But not 
Till sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister'd : 
Then Hymen's lamps shall light you. 

Fer. As I hope 

For quiet days, fair issue, and long life, 
With such love as 'tis now ; the strong'st suggestion 
Our worser Genius can, shall never taint 
Mine honor. 

Pro. Fairly spoke : 

Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own — 
What, Ariel : my mdustrious servant Ariel ! 
Enter Ariel. 

Ari, What would my potent master ? here I am. 

Pro, Thou and thy meaner fiellows your last service 
Did worthily perform ; and I must use you 
In such another trick : go, bring the rabble. 
O'er whom 1 give thee power, here, to this p^ace : 
Incite them to quick motion ; for 1 must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine art ; it is my promise, 
And they expect it from me. 

ArL Presently ? 

Pro. Aye, with a twink. 

Ari. Before you can say. Come, and goy 
And breathe twice ; and cry, so, so; 
Each one, tripping on his toe. 
Will be here with mop and mowe : 
Do you love me, master ? no ? 

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel : Do not approach, 
Till thou dost hear me call. 

Ari. Well I conceive. \Exit, 

Pro. Look, thou be true. 

Fer. I warrant you, sir. 

Pro. Well- 
Now come, my Ariel : bring a corollary. 
Rather than want a spirit : appear, and pertly. — 
No tongue ; all eyes : be silent. ( Scft musv: 

A Masque. Enter Iris. 

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, Wley, vetches, oats, and pease ; 
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Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 

And flat meads thatchM with stover, them to keep ; 

Thy banks with peonied and lilied brims, 

With spongy April at thy best* betrims. 

To make cold nymphs chaste crowns ; and thy broom grovei, 

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves, 

Being lass-lorn ; thy poie-clipt vineyard ; 

And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-hard. 

Where thou thyself dost air : The queen o' the sky, 

Whose watery arch, and messencfer, am I, 

Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign gnee» 

Here on this grass-plot, in this very place. 

To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain ; 

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 

Enter Ceres. 

Car. Hail many^^olor'd messenger, that ne'er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter. 
Who, with thy saffVon wing, upon my flowers 
Diflusest honey-drops, refreshing showers ; 
And with each end of thy blue hovr dost crown 
My bosky acres, and my unshrubbM down. 
Rich scarf to my proud earth ; Why hath thy queen 
Summoned me hitner, to this short^grass'd green ? 

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate ; 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the blessM lovers. 

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow. 

If Venus, or her son, as thou dost know, 
Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot ' 
The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got, 
Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company^ 
1 have forsworn. I 

Iris. Of her society | 

Be i\ot afraid ; I met her deity J 

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son 
Dove-urawn with her. 

Cer. Highest queen of state, 

Great Juno comes : I know her by her gait. 

Enter Jimo. 
Jun. How does my bounteous sister ? Gro with omi. 
To bless this twain, Uiat they may prosperous be 
And honor'd in their issue. 

SONG, 
/un. HanoTy rtches, marriage-blessinffy 
Long continuance, and increasing^ 

* Command. 
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Hourly joys he stUl upon you ! 
Juno sings her blessings on you. 
Cer. EartiCs increase, and foison* plenty. 
Bams and gamers never empty ; 
Vines, with clustering hunches growing • 
Plants, with goodly burden hewing ; 
Spring come to you, at the farthest, 
In the very end of harvest ! 
Scarcity and want shall shun you ; 
Ceres'* blessing so is on you. 
Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious channingly : May I be bold 
To think these spirits ? 

Pro. Spirits, which by mine ait 

I have from their confines called to enact 
My present fancies. 

Fer. Let me live here ever ; 

So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife, 
Biake this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ckres whisper, and send Isis on empHoytnenL 
Pro. Sweet now, silence ; 

Juno and Ceres whisper snriously ; 
There's something else to do : hush, and be mute. 
Or else our spell is marr'd. 

Iris. You nymphs, call't' Naiads, of the wand'ring brocks, 
With your sedg'd crowns, ?nd ever harmless looks, 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 
Answer your summons : Juno does command ; 
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love ; be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 
You sun-burn'd sicklemen of August weary, 
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry ; 
Make holiday : your rye-stmw hats put on. 
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

Enter certain Reape^?, properly habited ; they join with the Nymphs 
in a graceful dance ; towards the end whereof Prospero starts 
suddenly, and speaks ; after which, to a strange, hoUow, and corif 
fused noise, they heavily vanish. 
Pro. [Aside,] I had ^orgot that foul conspiracy 

Of the beast C'uiban, and his confederates, 

Agains*. my 'ife ; the minute of their plot 

Is almost come. — [To the Spirits.] Well done ; — avoid ;--no mora 
JFVt. Thin is most strange : your father's in some passion 

That works him strongly. 

* Abandance. 

10 
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Mira. Never till this day, 

Saw I him toach'd with anger so distomper'd. 

Pro, You do look, my son, in a mov'a sort 
As if you were dismay'd : be cheerful, sir : 
Our revels now are ended : these our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And, like the baseless fiibric of this vision. 
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces. 
The solemn temples, the CTeat globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit, uiall dissolve ; 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind : We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. — Sir, I am vex'd ; 
Bear with my weakness ; mj old brain is troubled. 
Bo not distnrb'd with my infirmity : 
If you be pleasM, retire into my cell, 
And there repose ; a turn or two I'll walk. 
To still my beating mind. 

Fer, Mira. We wish your peace. [E!xeunU 

Protpero defeaU the Plot laid by Caliban, and pnnkbes the Ova^wmum thioigh Om 
■fenoy of his att en d a nt ipiiits. 

ACT V. 

SCENE L^Brfore ihe Cell o/Prospero. 
Enter Prospero in his magic robes; ana Ariel. 

Pro, Now does my project gather to a head : 
My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How's the day ? 

Ari, On the sixth hour; at which time, my lord, 
You said our work should cease. 

Pro, I did say so, 

When first I rais'd the tempest. Say, my spirit, 
How fares the king and lus 7 

Aru Confin'd together 

In the same fashion as you gave in charge ; 
Just as you left them, sir ; all prisoners 
In the lime-grove which weather-fends your cell ; 
They cannot budge, till your release. The king. 
His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim-full of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly 
Him you term'd, sir, Hie good old lord, Gonzalo; 
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
Prom eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works them» 
That if yon now behold them, your affections 
Would become tender. 
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Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 

Aru Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pro, And mine shall. 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself, 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharpl}% 
Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the quick. 
Yet, with my nobler reason 'gainst my fury 
Do 1 take part : the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent. 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further : Go, release them, Ariel ; 
My charms I'll break, their senses I'll restore, 
And they shall be themselves. 

Ari, I'll fetch theis, sir. [JSvIt 

Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and gnmjb $ 
And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him. 
When he comes back ; you demi-puppets, that 
By moonshine do the green-sour ringlets make, 
Whereof the ewe not Mtes ; and you, whose pastime 
Is to make midnightrmushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though ye be), I have bedimm'd 
The noontide sun, cml'd forth the mutinous winds, 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt : the stronff-bas'd promontory 
Have I made shake ; and by me spurs pluck'd up 
The pine and cedar : graves, at my command. 
Have waked their sleepers ; oped, and let them forth 
By my so potent art : But this rough magic 
I here abjure : and, when I have requir'd 
Some heavenly music, (which even now I do,) 
To work mine end upon their senses, that 
This airy charm is for, I'll break my staff, 
Bury it certain fathoms in the earth. 
And, deeper tlum did ever plummet sound, 
111 drown my book. [Solemn music. 

Re-enter Ariel : after him, Alonzo, vnth a frantic gesture, attevtded 
by GoNZALO ; Sebastian and Antonio %n like manner, attended 
by Adrian and Francisco : they all enter the circle which Pros- 
PERO had made, and there stand charmed; which Probpero ob- 
serving, speaks. 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, 
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Now useless, boil'd within thy skull ! There stand* 

For you are spell stoppM. 

Holy (jonzalo, honorable man, 

Mine eves, even sociable to the show of thine. 

Fall feUowly drops. — ^I'he charm dissolves apace ; 

And as the mormng steals upon the night, 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer reason. — O my good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 

To him tnou follow'st ; I will pay thy graces 

Home, both m word and deed. — Most cruelly 

Didst thou, Alonzo, use me and my dau^iter *. 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act ; — 

Thou'rt pinch'd for*t now, Sebastian. — ^Flesh and blood. 

You bromer mine, that entertainM ambition, 

£xpell*d remorse and nature ; who, with Sebastian 

(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong^)^ 

Would have kill d your king ; I do forgive thee, 

Unnatural though thou art ! — ^Their nmierstanding 

Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide 

WUl shortly fill the reasonable shores. 

That now ue foul and muddy. Not one of them. 

That yet looks on me, or woukl kiK>w me : — Ariel, 

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell ; [JBxie AriUi 

I wUl dis-case me, and myself present, 

As I was sometime Milan :-— quickly, spirit ; 

Thou shalt ere long be free. 

Ariel re-enters^ singing, and helps to attire PROSPERa 
Ari. Where the bee sucksy there suck I: 
In a cowslip's beU Hie; 
There Icouck when owls do cry, 
, On the baCs back I dojly^ 
After summer , merrily : 
Merrily, merrily, shall Hive now, 
Under the blossom that hangs oh the bough. 
Pro. Why, that's my dainty Ariel : I shall miss thee ; 
But yet thou shdt have freedom : so, so, so.-— ^ 
To the king's ship, invisible as thou art : 
There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 
Under the hatches ; the master, and the Doatswain, 
Being awake, enforce them to this place ; 
And preeendy, I pr'ythee. 

An. I drink the air before me, and return 
Or e'er your pulse twice beat. [Exit Akhsu 

Oon, All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabits here : Some heavenly pow^ guide us 
Out of this fearful country ! 
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Pro. Behold, sir king, 

The wronged Duke of Milan, Prospero : 
For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ; 
And to thee, and thy company, I bid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alon, Whe'r thou beest he, or no, 

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me. 
As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw thee, 
The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madness held me : this must crave 
(And if this be at all) a most strange story. 
Thy dukedom I resign ; and I do entreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs : — ^But how should Prospeio 
Be living, and be here ? 

Pro, First, noble friend, 

Let me embrace thine age ; whose honor cannot 
Be measur'd, or confin'o. 

Gon, Whether this be. 

Or be not, I'll not swear. 

Pro, You do yet tasto ' 

Some subtilties o' the isle, that will not let you 
Believe things certain : — ^Welcome, my friends all :— 
But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 

[Aside to Seb., and Amt 
I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you, 
And justify you traitors ; at this time 
ril tell no tales. 

Seh, The devil speaks in him. [Asitk, 

Pre No : 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault ; afl of them ; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know. 
Thou must restore. 

Alon, If thou beest Prospero, 

Give us particulars of thy preservation : 
How thou hast met us here, who three hours since 
Were wreck'd upon this shore ; where I have lost, 
How sharp the point of this rememlwiince is ! 
My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pro, I am woe for't, sir. 

Alon, Irreparable is the loss ; and patience 
Says it is past her cure. 

Pro, I rather think, 

You have not sought her help ; of whose soft grace 
For the like loss, I have her sovereign aid. 
And rest myself content. 
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Ahm, You the like loss 1 

Pro, As great to me, as late ; and, supportable 
To iL9ike the dear loss, have I means much weaker 
Than vou may call to comfort you ; for I 
Have lost my daughter. 

Alon. A daughter ? 

heavens ! that they were living both in Naples, 
The king and queen tliere ! that they were, I wis'i 
Mvself weid mudded in that oozy bctd 

Where my son lies. When did you lose your daughter I 

Pro. In this last tempest I perceive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much aomire. 
That they devour their reason ; and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath : but, howsoever you have 
Been jostled from your senses, know for certain, 
That I am Prospero, and that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan ; who most strangely. 
Upon this shore, where you were wreck'd, veas landed, 
To be tho lord on't. No more yet of this ; 
For 'tis a chronicle of day by day, 
Not a relation for a breakfast, nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir ; 
This cell's my court : here have I few attendants, 
And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in. 
My dukedom since you have given me again, 

1 will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least bring forth a wonder, to ccmtent ye. 
As much as me my dukedom. 

The entrance of the CeU opens^ and discovers Ferdinaxd and MiB anda, 
playing at chess, 

Mira, Sweet lord, you play me false. 

Fer, No, my dearest love, 

I would not for the world. 

Mira, Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should wrangle, 
And I would call it fair play. 

Ahn, If this prove 

A vision of this island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

8eb. A most high miracle ! 

Fer, Though the seas threaten, they are merciful : 
I have curs'd them without cause. [Ferd. knefls to Alob 

AUnu Now all the blessings 

Of a glad father compass thee about ! 
Arise, and say how thou cam'st here. 

Mira. O! w(mder! 

How many goodly creatures are there here ! 
How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world, 
That has such people iji't ! * 
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Pro, 'TIS new to thee. 

AUm. What is this maid, with whom thou wast at play 7 
Vour eld'st acquaintance cannot he three hours : 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us, 
And brought us thus together 7 

Fer. Sir, she's mortal ; 

But, by immortal providence, she's mine ; 
I chose her, when I could not ask my father 
For his advice ; nor thought I had one : she 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan. 
Of whom so often I have heard renown, 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a second life, and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

AUm, I am hers : 

But O, how oddly will it sound, that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness ! 

Pro. There, sir, stq) ; 

Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that's gone. 

Gen, I have inly wept, 

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods, 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown ; 
For it is you, that have cbalk'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither ! 

AUm, I say. Amen, Gonzalo ! 

Give me your hands : [ To Fer. and Mnu 

Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart, 
That doth not wish you joy ! 

Gon, Be't so ! Amen ! 

Re-enter Ariel, vsitli the Master and Boatswain amazedly following, 

look, sir, look, sir ; here are more of us ! 

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land. 

This fellow could not drown : Now, blasphemy, 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the news ? 

BocUs, The best news is, that we have safely found 
Our kin^, and company ; the next our ship, — 
Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split, — 
Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when 
• We first put out to sea. 

Ari, Sir, all this service ^ 

Have I done since I went \ [Asidk 

Pro, My tricksy spirit ! ) 

AUm, These are not natural events ; they strengthen. 
Prom strange to stranger : — Say, how came you hither ? 

Boats. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, 
I'd strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep. 
And (how, we knov not) all clapp'd under hatches. 
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Where, but even now, with strange and several noises 

Of roaring, shrieking, howling, gfinglinj? chains, 

And more diversity of sounds alihorrlWe, 

We were awak'd ; straightway, at Hberty : 

Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld 

Our royal, good, and gallant ship ; our master 

Capering to eye her : On a trice, so please you. 

Even in a dream, we were divided from them. 

And were brought moping hither. 
Ari, Was't well done ? ^ - [AsidA 

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou shalt be free. J *■ ^^ 

Alon, This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod : 

And tliere is in this business more than nature 

Was ever conduct of: some oracle 

Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pro, Sir, my liege. 

Do not infest your mind with beating on 

The strangeness of this business : at pick'd leisure, 

Which shall be shortly, single I'll resolve you 

(Which to yoM shall seem probable), of every 

These happen'd accidents ; till when, be cheerful. 

And think of each thing well. — Coaie hither, spirit ; [AHek. 

Set Caliban and his companions free : 

Untie the spelL [Exit Ariku 

Sir, I invite your highness, and your train. 

To my poor cell : where you shall take your rest 

For this one night ; which (part of it) I'll waste 

With such discourse, as, I not doubt, shall make it 

Go quick away : the story of my life. 

And the particular accidents, gone by, 

Since I came to this isle : And in the mom 

I'll bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 

Where I have hope to see the nuptial 

Of these our dear-beloved solemniz'd ; 

And thence retire me to my Milan, where 

Every third thought shall be my grave. 
Alon. I long 

To hear tlie story of your life, which must 

Take the ear strangely. 

Pro. I'll deliver all ; 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales, 

And sail so expeditious, that shall catch 

Your royal fleet far off. — My Ariel ;— chick,— 

That is thy charge ; then to the elements 

Be free, and fare thou well ! — 

'Exeunt, 
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The story of Romeo and Jnliet is considered to be historically trae ; the Venmese ii 
lh» date of this tra|;edy as 130% 

** The history of the fair Capulet and her loved Montague,'* fnmisfaed themes fo* 
AovelisU, and had inspired the mose of the Poets, pievions to Sfaakspea.Vt time: Be 
has availed himself of these labom to oonstract his exqninte Drama ; the InUnitaUe elmr 
ncter of Mercntio, however, is an entiiely original creation of the Dr am a ti st. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

EscALUs, Prince of Veroim. 

Paris, a young nobleman, kinsman to the Prince. 

Cafdtot^* I heads of two houses, at variance with each other. 

An old man, uncle to Capulet. 

Romeo, son to Montague. 

Mercutio, kinsman to the Prince, and friend to Romeo. 

Benvolio, nephew to Montague, and friend to Romeo. 

Tybalt, nephew to Lady Capulet. 

Friar Laurence, a Franciscan, 

Friar John, of the same order, 

Balthazar, servant to Romeo. 

Sampson, Gregory, servants to Capulet. ^ 

Abram, servant to Montague:^ 

An Apothecary. Three Musicians, 

Chorus, Boy. Page to Paris. 

Peter. An Officer, 

Lady Montague, let/e to Montague. 
Lady Capulet, wife to Capulet. 
Juliet, daughter to Capulet. 
Nurse to JuUet. 

Citizens of Verona ; several Men and Women, relations to hoth houses 
Maskers, Guards, Watchmen, and Attendants. 

BCESEr-^uring the greater part of the Play, in Vebowa ; once, in ths 
Fifth Act, at Mantua. 
10* 
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Th* rival HouM of Capolet and Montafve were two of the mort distiagaiaaed Faaal 
Bei ia Veioaa : An '* ancient fradge** existed between these Houses, and ** civil brawls* 
were ooastanUj oooarring between them, in which the ocmaectkms aad letainers of thf 
»pposinf heads took part. The Play opens with one of these oatbreaks: In the midat 
•f the fraj, the Prince of Venma appears, separates the combatants, aad dedaree to Ca 
aalet and Montagvo— 

** If evn yon distnrb oar Greets again, 
Yonr Uves shall pay the forfeit of the peace." 

Ifoatucne and his kiasoMa BoaToUo discoarse oa the late fray. Romwo joini theaiL 

ACT I. 

SCENE L 
ErUer Montague, lady Montague, and Benyouo. 

Mon, Who set this ancient quarrel now abroach ? — 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 

Ben. Here were the servants of your t^versary. 
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach : 
I drew to part them ; in the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared ; 
Which, as Hie breath'd defiance to my ears. 
He swung about his head, and cut the winds : 
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows. 
Came more and more, and faught on part and part. 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La, Mon, O, where is Romeo !— «aw you him to-day 
Right glad I am, he was not at this fray. 

Ben, Madam, an hour before the worshipp'd sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
^Where, — underneath the groye of s ycamore. 
That westwarixot^^yUfonalEeci^'s side, — 
So early walking didlseeyour son : 
Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of me, 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 
I, measuring his affections by my own, — 
That most are busied when they are most alone, — 
Pursu'd my humor, not pursuing his. 
And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me. 

Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen. 
With tears augmenting tlie fresh morning's dew, 
Adding to clou^Iajnore cl^ds with his deep sight : 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the further east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed. 
Away fr orgjight steals home my heavy son. 
And privatemBis chamber pens himself; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out, 
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And makes himself an artificial night : 
Black and poitentous must this humor prove, 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause ? 

Mon, I neither know it, nor can learn of him. 

Ben, Have you iinportun'd him by any means f 

Mon, Both by myself, and many other friends ; 
But he, his own afiections' counsellor. 
Is to himself—-! will not say, how true — 
But to himself so secret and so close, 
So far from sounding and discovery, 
As is the bud bit witn an envious worm. 
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 
Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow. 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo, tU a distance, 

Ben, See, where he comes : So please you, step aside ; 
I'll know his grievance, or be much denlea. 

Mon, I would, thou wert so happy by thy stay. 
To hear true shrift. — Come, madam, let's away. 

[Exeunt Montague, and Lady 

Ben. Good morrow, cousin. 

Horn. Is the day so young ? 

Ben. But new struck nine. 

Rom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast ? 

Ben. It was : — ^What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours ? 

Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes them short 

Ben, In love ; meseems ! 
Alas, that love, so gentle in his view. 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof ! 

Rom, Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still, 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shall we dine ? — O me ! — What fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love : — 
O heavy lightness ! serious vanity ! 
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 
Dost thou not laugh ? 

Ben, No, coz, I rather weep. 

Rom. Good heart, at what ? 

Ben. At thy good heart's oppression. 

Rom. Why, such is love's transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : this love, that thou hast shown, 
Poth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
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Love is a smoke raisM with the fame of sighs ; 

Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes ; 

Being vexVl, a sea nourished with lovers' tears : 

What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet 

Farewell, my coz. i(^oing 

Ben, Soft, I will go along ; 

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here ; 
This is not Romeo, he's some other where. 

Ben, Tell me in sadness, who she is you love. 

Rom. In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben, I aim'd so near, when I suppos'd you lov'd. 

Rom. A rieht good marksman ! — And she's fair I •ove. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit 

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss : she'll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow. She hath Dian's wit ; 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd, 
From love's w^ childish bow she lives unharm'd. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 
Nor bide the. encounter of assailing eyes, 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 
O ! she is rich in beauty ; only poor. 
That when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 
She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair. 
To merit bliss by making me despair : 
She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow. 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. O teach me how I should forget to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom, 'TIS the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; 
He, Siat is stricken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair, 
What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair ? 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to f jrget. 

Ben. ril pay that doctrine, or else die in debt \Exeuvi 

The ** County Paris '* lovMthe lady Juliet, anu receives her father's permission to pre 
fer his snit. — Capalet gives an entertainment, to which lie invites young Paris : At tht 
fetst the fair Rosaline is also to be a guest, and Romeo is persuaded bf his eonsi* 
^•ttvoUo, to attend, that he may — 

* Compare her face M'ith some that I shall show. 
And I will make tliee think tliy swan acov/." 
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SCENE III,— A Room in Capulet's House. 
Enter Lady Capulet, and Nurse. 

Lm. Cap, Narse, where's ray daughter 7 call her forth to me* 

Nurse. Now, by my faith, — at twelve year old. 
I bade her come. — ^What, lamb ! what, lady-bird i 
Heaven forbid ! where's this girl ?-r-what Juliet ! 

Enter Juliet 

Jul, How now, who calls ? 

Nurse. Your mother. 

Jul, Madam, I am .^lei^ 

What is your will ? 

La. Cap. This is the matter : — ^Nurse, give leave awhile, 
We must talk in secret. — Nurse, come l»ck again ; 
I have remember'd me, thou shalt hear our counsel. 
Thou know'st, my daughter's of a pretty age. 

Nurse. 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La, Cap, She's not fourteen. 

Nurse. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth, 

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four, — 
She is not fourteen. — How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide ? 

La, Cap, A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurse, Even or odd, of all days in the year, 
Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be eighteen. 
Heaven mark thee to its grace ! 
Thou wast the prettiest Imbe that e'er I nors'd. 
An I might live to see thee married once, 
I have my wish. 

La. Cap. Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of: — ^Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposi ion to be married ? 

JiU, It is an honor that I dream not of. 

La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now. 
Thus then, in brief, — 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse, A man, young lady ! lady, such a man, 
As all the world — ^Why, he's a man of wax. 

La, Cap, Verona's summer hath not such a flower. 

Nurse, Nay, he's a fiower ; in faith, a very flower. 

La. Cap, What say you 7 can you love the gentleman t 
This night vou shall behold him at our feast : 
Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love ? 

Jul. m look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep w Jl I endart mine eye. 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 
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Enter a Servant. 

Sen), Madam, the guests are come, supper served up, you called, 
my young lady asked for, the nurse wanted in the pantry, and every 
thing in extremity. I must hence to wait ; I beseech you, foUoyc 
straight 

La, Cap. We follow thee. — Juliet, the county stays. {Exeunt 

SCENE IV.— A StreeL 

Enter Romeo, M ^rc ptio. Benvolio, vnth Five or Six Maskers 
* 1 olQi-bearers, and others, 

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our excuse 7 
Or shall we on withgut apology ? 

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity : 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a scarf, 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath, 
Scaring the ladies hke a crow-keeper ; 
Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 
But let them measure us by what they will. 
We'll measure them a measure, and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a torch^ — ^I am not for this ambling ; 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

/Mer. Nay,^ntle Romeo, we must have you dance. 
/ Rom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing shoes, 
^ With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead. 
So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 
y^Mer. You are a lover; borrow Cupid's wings, 
/And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft, 
To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden love ; 
Ifoo great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rmi. Is love a tender thing ? it is too rough, 
Too rude, coo boist'rous. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love ; 
Give me a case to put my visage in : [Putting on a mask 

' A visor fot a visor ! — wlmt care I, 
What curious eye doth quote deformities ? 
Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me. 

Bern Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in, 
But every man betake him to his legs. 

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart. 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels ; 
For I am proverb'd with a ffraiidsire phrase,— 
m be a candle-holder, and Took on. 
But *ti3 no wit to go. 






ROMEO AND JULIBT. 207 

y Mer. Why, may one ask ? 

/ Rom. I dreamt a dream toniffht. 

jMer. O, then, X see, queen Mab hath been with yoiL 
J^e is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes 
y^In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
/ On tie fore-finger of an alderman, /t^'C^ -^1^ 

Drawn with a team of little atomies c^iy^^^x/^ 

Athwart men's noses as (hey lie asleep : 
Her wagon-spokes made of long spinners' legs, 
The cover, ot the wings of grasshoppers ; 
The traces, of the smiulest spider's web ; 
The collars, of the moonshine's wat'iy beams : 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of fihn ; 
Her wagoner, a small gray-coated gnat, 
Not half so bi^ as a round little worm 
Prick'd from 3ie lazy finger of a maid : 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut. 
Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grab, 
Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers. 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and th^ they dream of love ; 
On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight t 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees ; 
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream ; 
Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose. 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit : 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep. 
Then dreams he of another benefice : 
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades. 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear ; at which he starts, and wakes ; 
And, bemg thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 
And sleeps again. 

Rom, Peace, peace, Mercutio, peac« ; 

Thou talk'st of nothing. 

Mer, True, I talk of dreams ; 

Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 
And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north. 
And, being anger'd, pufifs away from thence. 
Turning Ms face to the dew-dropping south. 

Ben, This wind, you talk of, blows us from ourselvet ; 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Rem., I fear, too ear^y : for my mind misgives, 
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Some consequence, yet haaging in the stars, 

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 

With this niffht's revels ; and expire the term 

Of a despised life, cIosM in my breast. 

By some vile forfeit of untimely death ; 

But He, that hath the steerage of my course, 

Direct my sail ! — On, gentlemen. [Exeunt. 

* 

SCENp v.— A HaU i^i Camilet's Himse. 
Enter CAS^tei\^cJwUh zAe Guests, and the Maskere. 

Cap. You are welcome, gentlemen ! I have seoa the day, 
That I have worn a visor ; and could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear, 
Such as would please ; — 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis goae : 
You are wel com e, gentlemen ! — Come, musicians, fday. 

"^ ~" [Music plays, emd they iiaiic« 

Rom. What bdy's that, which doth enrich the nand 
Of yonder knight 7 

Serv. I know not, sir. 

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to bum bright ! 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear : 
The measure done, I'll watch her place of stand, 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand* 
Did my heart love till now 7 forswear it, sight ! 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 

Tub. This, by his voice, should be a Montague : 
Fetch me my rapier, boy : — What ! dares the dave 
Come hither, covered with an antic face. 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity 7 
Now, by the stock and honor of my kin. 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

Cap. Why, how now, kinsman 7 wherefore storm you so? 

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in spite, 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo is't 7 

Tyb. 'Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him. 
To be a virtuous and well-govem'd youth : 
1 would not for the wealth of all this town. 
Here in my house do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 
.t is my will ; the which if thou respect, 
Show a fair presence, and put oflT these frowns^ 
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast 
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Tyh, It fits, when such a villain is a guest ; 
111 not endure him. 

Cajp, He shall be endur'd ; 

Am I the master here, or you ? go to. 
Be quiet, cousin, or — ^I'U make you quiet. 

Tyh. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall, 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Exit 

Rom, If 1 profane with my unworthy hand [To Juliet. 

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this, — 

JuL Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
For palm to palm is holy pahner's kiss. 

Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ? 

Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer. 

Rom. Thus, then, dear saint, let lips put up their prayer. [/So- 

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a wore! with you. [lutes her. 

Rom. What is her mother ? 

Nurse. Marry, bachelor, 

Her mother is the lady of the house. 
And a ^ood lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 
I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 
I tell you, — he, uiat can lay hold of her, 
Shall have tlie chinks. 

Rom. Is she a Capulet ? 

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt 
Ben. Away, begone ; the sport is at the best. 
Rom. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest. 
Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone ; 

We have a trifling foolish banquet towards. 
Is it e'en so ? Why, then I thank you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night: — 

I'll to my rest. [Exeunt all hut Juliet, and Nursa 

Jul. Come hither, nurse ; What is yon gentleman ? 

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul. What's he, that now is going out of door ? 

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, he young Petmchio. 

Jul. What's he, that ibllows there, that would not dance ? 

Nurse. I know not. 

Jul. Go, ask his name : — ^if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jtd. My only iDve sprung from my only hate I 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 

Nurse. What's this? What's this? 

Jul. A rhyme I leam'd even now 

Of one I danc'd withal. [One calls toithtn, Juliet. 

Nurse. Anon, anon : 

Come, let's away : the strangers all are erone. \E.rpiin/ 
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ACT II. 

Romeo, itnick witli the beaaty and ehareeter of Juliet, foigeCs kb " Rotalme." H« 
diinifafee hinuelf from MercuUo mod Benvolio, and enten Capolet'i garden, to leek 
■a iaterview with Jolieft 

SCENE II.— Capulet's Garden. 
Enter Romeo. 

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a wound.-* 

[Juliet appears abovCf at a uMUno. 
Bat, soft ! what liffht through yonder window In-eaks ! 
It is the east, and Juliet is me sun I — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief, 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she : 
She speaks, yet she says nothii^ ; What of that ? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars. 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright. 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul. Ah me ! 

Rom. She speaks : 

O, speak again, bright ansel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, Mingr o'er my head. 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturn^ wond'ring eves 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him. 
When he bestrides the lazy pacing clouds, 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul. O BLomeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo t 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet 

Rom. Shall i hear more, or shall I speak at this ? [ Asiiift 

Jul. 'Tie but thy name, that is my enemy ; 
What's in a name ? that which we caU a rose, 
By any other name would smell as sweet ; 
60 Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
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Retain that dear perfection which he owes. 
Without that title : — Romeo, doff thy name ; 
And for that name, which is no part of tliee^ 
Take all myself. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd in night, 
So stumbltet on my counsel ? 

Rom, By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who 1 am : 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
Because it is an enemy to thee. 

Jul, My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague 7 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

Jul How cam'st thou hither, tell me ? and wherefore 7 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art, 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Ram, With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these walls. 
For stony limits cannot hold love out ; 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

Jul, If thev do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye. 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet, 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

JuL I would not for the world they saw thee here : 
By whose direction found'st thou out this place ? 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me tx> inquire ; 
H6 lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet^ wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash'd with the furthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul. Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my face ; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek. 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke ; But farewell compliment ! 
Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say — Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear'st. 
Thou may'st prove false ; at lovers' perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
111 frown and be perverse, aiCd say thee ray. 
So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. 
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In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may'st think my'havior light: 
But trust me, gentleman. Til prove more true 
Than those thSt have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that ihou over-heard'st, ere I was 'ware, 
My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute tliis yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 
- Rom, Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops, — 

JuL O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, - 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom, What shall I swear by ? 

Jul, Do not Bwoar ataS ;. 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And ril believe thee. 

Rom, If my heart's dear love-^ 

Jul. Well, do not swear : although I joy in thee, 
[have no joy in this contract to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden ; 
Too Uke the lightning, which doth cease to be, 
Ere one can say — ^It Tightens. Sweet, gc^od night! 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower wnen next we meet 
Good night, good night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 

Rom, O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ? 

Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it : 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it ? for what purpuwe, lov© ? 

Jul. But to be frank and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have ; 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea. 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 

The more I have, for both are infinite. [Nurse calls wUhm 

I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu ! 
Anon, good nurse ? — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay, but a little, I will come again. [Exit 

Rom, O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream. 
Too Battering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enier Juliet, above. 

Jul, Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, indeed^ 
If that thv bent of love be honoraWe 
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Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that Til procure to come to thee, 
Where, and what time thou wilt prfonn the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot 1 11 lay, 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 

Nurse, [Within.'] Madam. 

Jul. I come, anon : — But if thou mean'st not w(dl,— 
I do beseech thee,— 

Nurse. [Within.] Madam. 

Ju2. By and by, I come : — 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief; 
To-morrow will I send. 

Rom. So thrive my soul, — 

Jul. A thousand times good night ! [Exu 

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy lifi^ht, — 
liove goes toward love, as schoolboys from their books ; 
But love from loVe, toward school with heavy looks. 

[Retiring tlowfy 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul. Hist ! Romeo, hist ! — O, for a falconer's voice. 
To lure this tassel-gentle back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where echo lies. 
And make her airv tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Rom. It is my soul that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo! 

Rom. My sweet ! 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have foi^t why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

JtU. I shah forget to have thee stili stand there, 
RemembMng how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still forgot, 
Forgettinff any other home but this. 

Jul. "Tis almost mommg, I would have thee gona : 
And yet no funher than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop i^little from her hand, 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves. 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again 
80 loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, so would I : 
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Yet I shonld kill thee with much cherishing. 

Good niffht, good night ! parting is such sweet sorrow, 

That I ^lall say — good night, tm it be morrow. [ HxU 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast !-^ 
'Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest ! 
Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell ; 
El is help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [ Exit 

SCENE in.— Friar Laurence's Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence, with a basket. 

Fri. .The ffray-ey'd mom smiles on the frowning night. 
Checkering me eastern clouds with streaks of light : 
Now ere the sun advance his burning eye. 
The day to cheer, and night's dank oew to dry, 
I roust up-fill this osier cage of ours. 
With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 
O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities : 
For nought so vile that on the earth doth live, 
But to the earth some special good doth give ; 
Nor aught so good, but, fitrain'd from that fair use, 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 
Virtue itpeli turns vice, being misapplied ; 
And vice sometime's by action dignified. 
Within the infant rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence, and med'cine power : 
For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each pait; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart 
Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will : 
And, where the worser is predominant. 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plmt 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Good morrow, father ! 

Fri. Benedicite ! 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ?— 
Young son, it argues a distemper'd head. 
So soon to bid good morrow to thv bed : 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ; 
But where unbruised youth with unstufiT'd brain 
Doth couch his lin* is, there golden sleep doth reig^ . 
Therefore thy earaness doth me assure. 
Thou art up-rousM by some distemp'rature. 
Or, if not so, then here I hit it right — 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Rom. That last is true, the sweeter rest was mine. 
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Fri. Heaven pardcn sin ! wast thou with Rosaline ? 

Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father ? no ; 
I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 

Fri. That's my good son : But where hast thou heen then ? 

Rom, I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 
I have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both, our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies. 

Fri, Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift ; 
Riddling confessicm finds but riddling shrift. 

Rom, Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is wnA 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 
And all combin'd, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage ; When, and where, and how, 
We met, we Voo'd, and made exchange of vow, 
I'll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray, 
That thou consent to marry us this day. 

Fri. Holy Saint Francis ! 'what a change is here I 
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear. 
So soon forsaken ? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jesu Maria ! what a deal of brine 
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline I 
How much salt water thrown away in waste, 
To season love that of it doth not taste ! 
The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear tmit is not wash'd off yet : 
If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine. 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosalme ; 
And art thou chang'd 7 pronounce this sentence then—* 
Women may fall, When there's no stren^ m men. 

Horn. Thou chid'st me oft for loving Rosaline. 

Fri, For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 

Rom, And bad st me bury love. 

Fri, Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom, I pray thee, chide not : she, whom I love nowy 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ; 
Tho other did not so. 

Fri, O, she knew well. 

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell, 
But come, young waverer, come go with me, 
In one respect I'll thy assistant be ; 
For this aUiance may so happy prove, 
To tarn your households' rancor to pure love. 
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Rom, O, let as hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 

Fru Wisely, and slow ; they stumble that run fast. [Exetints 

SCENE IV.— A Street. 

Enter Benvolio, and Mercutio. 

Mer, Where should this Romeo be ? — 
Came he not home to-night ? 

Ben. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man. 

Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted girl, that Rosaline, 
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 

Ben, Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
I lath sent a letter to his father^s house. 

Mer, A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo wiU answer it. 

Mer. Any man that can write, may answer a letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he dares, being 
dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead ! shot thorough the 
ear with a love-song ; the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 
bow-boy's butt-shaft ; And is he a man to encounter Tybalt ? 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More than prince of cate, I can tell you. O, he is the 
courageous captain of compliments. He fights as you sing, keeps 
time, distance, and proportion; rests me his minim rest, one, two, 
and the third in your bosom ; the very butcher of a silk button, a 
duellist, a gentleman of the very first house, — of the first and second 
cause : Ah, the immortal possado ! the punto reverso ! the hay I 

Ben. The what? 

Mer. The plague of such anti<i, lisping, affecting fantasticoes ; 
these pew tuners of accents !— Ma /ot, a very good blade ! — a very 
tall man ! — a very fine girl ! — Why, is not this a lamentable thing, 
grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted with these strange flies, 
uiese fashion-mongers, these pardonnez-moys 7 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring. Signior Romeo, hon 
jour ! there's a French salutation for you. 

Rom. Good-morrow to you both. 

Mer. You gave us the counterfeit last night 

Rom. What counterfeit did I give you ? 

Mer, The slip, sir, the slip ; Can you not receive 7 

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was great ; and, in 
such case as mine, a man may strain courtesy. 

Enter Nurse, and Peter. 
Nurse. Peter! 
Peter. Anon? 
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Nurse. My fan, Peter. 

Mer, Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face ; for her fan's the 
fiiirer of the two. 

Nurse. Give ye good-morrow, gentlemen. 
Mer, Give ye gtxxi den, fair gentlewoman. 
Nurse, Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may find the 
Jroung Romeo 7 

Ram. I am the youngest of that name, for fault of a worse. 
Nurse, You say well. If you be he, sir, I desire some confidence 
with you. 

Mer, Romeo, will you come to your father's ? — we'll to dinner 
thither. ** 

Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell. 

[Exeunt Mercutio, and Benvolio. 
Nurse. Marry, farewell ! — I pray you, sir, what saucy merchant 
was this, that was so full of his roguery 7 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear himself talk ; and 
will speak more in a minute, than he will stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing a^inst me, I'll take him down.-— 
Pray you, sir, a word : and as I told you, my young lady bade me 
inquire you out ; what she bade me say, I will keep to myself: but 
first let me tell ye, if ye should lead her into fool's paradise, as they 
say, it were a very gross kind of behavior, as they say : for the gen- 
tlewoman is young ; and, therefore, if you should deal double with 
her, truly, it were an ill thing to be ofiered to any gentlewoman, and 
veiy weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mistress. I protest 
unto thee, — 

Nurse. Good heart ! and, i' faith, I will tell her as much : oh, she 
will be a joyful woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse 7 thou dost not mark me. 
Nurse. I will tell her, sir, — ^that you do protest ; which, as I take 
it, is a gentlemanlike offer. 

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to shrift 
This afternoon ; 

And there she shall at friar Laurence' cell 
Be shriv'd, and married. Here is for thy pains. 
Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 
Rom. Go to ; I say, you shall. 
Nurse. This afternoon, sir 7 well, she shall be there. 
Rom. Farewell ! — Commend me to thy lady. [Exit 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. — ^Peter ! 
Peter. Anon 7 
Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before. [Exeuni, 
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SCENE v.— Capulet's Garden. 

Enter Juliet. 
Jul The clock struck nine, when I did send the niirae} 
In half an hour she promised to return. 
Perchance, she cannot meet him : — that's not so.-« 
O, she is lame ! love's heralds should be thoughts. 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, — yet she is not come. 
Had she affections, and warm youtliful blood. 
She'd be as swift in motion as a ball. 

Enter Nurse. 
O, she comes ! — O honey nurse, what news ? 
Now, good sweet nurse, — O ! why look'st thou so sad 7 
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; — 
If good, thou sham'st me music of sweet news 
By playinff it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse. 1 am aweary, give me leave a while ; — 
Fye, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have I had ! 

Jtd. I would, thou hadst my bones, and I thy news : 
Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ; — ^good, good nurse, speak. 

Nurse, What haste ? can you not stay a while ? 
Do you not see, that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breathy when thou hast breath 
To say to me — ^that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay, 
Is longer man the tale thou dost excuse. 
Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that ; 
Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance : 
Let me be satisfied, Is't good or bad ? 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice ; you know not how 
to choose a man. — Go thy ways, girl ; serve Heaven. — What, hav6 
you dined at home ? 

JtU. No, no : But all'this did I know before ; 
What says he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nurse. Oh, how my head aches ! what a head have 1 ! 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. — 
Beshrew your heart, for sending me about. 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down? 

JuZ. V faith, I am sorry that mou art not well : 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love ? 

Nurse. Your love says like an honest gentleman. 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome. 
And, I warrant, a virtuous : — Where is your mother ? 

J^d. Where is my mot Jier ? — why, she is within ; 
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Where should she be ? How oddly thou reply'st ? 
Your love says like an Tumest gentleman^ — 
Where is your mother ? 

Nurse, Many, come up, 1 trow ; 

Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Jul. Here's such a coil. — Come, what says Romeo ? • 

Nurse, Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ? 

Jul. I have. 

Nurse, Then hie you hence to friar Laurence' ceU, 
There stays a husband to make you a wife. 
Gro ; I'll to dinner : hie you to the cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune ! — ^honest nurse, farewell. fExetml. 

SCENE VI.— JVwr Laurence's Cell 

Enter Friar Laurence, and Romeo. 

Pri. So smile tlie heavens upon this holy act, 
That after-hours with sorrow cnide us not ! 

Rom. Amen, amen ! but come what sorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words. 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 
It is enough 1 may but call her mine. 

Fri. These violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest honey 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness. 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too ewift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady ; — O, so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestride the gossamers 
That idle in the wanton summer air, 
And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jul. Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fri. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 

Jul. As much to him, else are his thanks too much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbor air, and let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

JuJ. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words, 
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BngB of his substance, not of ornament : 
They are bat beggars that can count their worth ; 
But my true love is ^wn to such excess, 
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

Fru Come, come with me, and we will make short work ; 
. For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone, 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. ^ExeunU 

ACT III. 

Tybalt, iadifBUit at Romeo^i intrasion at OapoJet's feast, aeeki occasion to qaarrd whb 
Mm; Eoiao nfaMs to fijcht, — Mercutio d dieuges TybaJt and faUjLUi the encoontM. ^ 
avesfea hw death by slaying Tybalt, and is condemned by the Dnke to perpetad 
fra 



SCENE n.— A Room in Capulet's House. 
Enter Juliet. 

Jul, Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phcebus' mansion ; such a wagoner ^ 
As Phston would whip you to the west. 
And bring in cloudy nignt inmiediately. — 
Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little stars. 
And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 
That all the world will be in love with night. 
And pay no worship to the garish sun. 
O, here comes my nurse, 

Enter Nurse. 
And she brings news ; and every tongue that speaks 
But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 
Now, nurse, what news ? 
Ah me ! why dost thou wrin^ thy hands ? 

Nurse, Ah well-a-day ! he s dead, he's dead, he's dead ! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone ! — 
Alack the dav ! — ^he s gone, he's kill'd, he's dead ! 

Jul, Can neaven be so envious ? 

Nurse, Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot : — O Romeo, Romeo ! — 
Whoever would have thought it ?— Romeo ! 

Jul, What demon art thou, that dost torment me thus t 
llath Romeo slain himself? say thou but ay, 
And that bare little word shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice. 

Nurse, I saw the wound, I naw it vsith mine eyes, — 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 
Pale, pale as ashes ; — I swooned at the sight. 

Jul, O break, my heart !— poor bankrupt, break at onco / 
Vo prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ! 
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Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had ! 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman I 
' That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

Juh What storm is this, that blows so contrary ? 
Is Romeo slaughtered ; and is Tybalt dead ? 
, Nurse, lybalt is gone, and Biomeo banished ; 
Romeo, that killed him, he is banished. 

Jul, O heaven ! did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's bxiod I 
Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did. 
Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flow'ring face I 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave 7 
O, that deceit should dwell 
. In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. There's no trust, 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur'd. 
Shame come to Romeo \ 

Jul Blister'd be thy tongue. 

For such a wish ! he was not born to shame ! 
' Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit ; 
For 'tis a throne where honor may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
O, what a w^retch was I to chide at him ! 

Nwrse. Will you speak well of him that kill'd your coorin I 
Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband 7 
Ah, poor my lora, what tongue shall smooth thy name. 
When I, thy three hours' wife, have mangled it 7 — 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe. 
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
My ..husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain. 
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my hu?briiid : 
All this is comfort ; Wherefore weep I then 7 
Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death. 
That murder'd me : I would forget it fain ; 
But, O ! it presses to my memory, 
Tybalt is deady and Romeo — banished. 
That — banished, that one word — banished, 
Hath slain ten tiiousand Tybalts. 
Romeo is banished. In that one word, 
Is father, mother, Tybalt. Romeo, Juliet, 
All slain, all dead. 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse 7 

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse : 
Will you go to them 7 I will bring you thither. 

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears, mine shall be spent 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment. 
Nurse. Hie to youi cha Tiber : I'll find Romeo 
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To comfort yon : T wot well where he is. 
rU to him ; he is hid at Laurence' cell. 

JxU, O find him ! g\\e this ring to my tme knight. 
And bid him come to toke his kst farewdl. \^Exewil 

SCENE W,— Friar Laurence's Cdl 
Enter Friar Laurence, and Romeo. 

Fru Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful roan : 
Affliction is enamored of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to caJamity. 

Rom, Father, what news ? what is the prince's doom ? 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 
That I yet know not 7 

Fri, Too familiar 

Is my dear son with such sour company ; 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom. 

Rem, What less than doomsday is the prince's doom 9 

Fru A gentler judgment vanish'd from his lips, 
Not body's deathf but hody's banishment. 

Rom. Ha ! banishment ? be merciful, say — death : 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death : do not say — hanishment. 
Tis death mis-term'd : calling death — ^banishment, 
Thou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe, ^.. • 

And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me. ^ 

Fru O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince 
Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law. 
And tum'd that black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heayen is here 
Where Juliet lives. 
Oh Father ! how hast thou the heart. 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 
A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd. 
To mangle ntie with that word--bani8hment ? 

Fri, Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a word. 

Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banishment. 

Fri. I'll give thee armor to keep off that word ; 
Adversi^'s sweet milk, philosophy. 
To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom. Yet banished ? — Hang up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet. 

JFVi. O, then I see that madmen have no ears. 

Rom. How should they, when that wise men have no eyes V 

Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 

Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou dost not feel : 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 
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l&hoar but married, Tybalt murdered, 
l>oting like me, and like me banished, 
Then might'st thou speak, then might'st thou tear thy hair 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now. 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

jFVt. Arise ; one knocks ; good Homeo, hide thyself. 

[Knocking tinihm* 

Rom. Not I ; unless the breath of heart-sick groans, 
Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. . [Knocking. 

FrL Hark, how they knock '.—Who's there ? — ^Romeo, arise ; 
Thou wilt be taken : — Stay awhile : — stand up ; t Knocking. 

What wilfulness is this ? — ^I come, I come. [Knocking. 

Who knocks so hard ? whence come you ? what's your will. 

Nurse, [Within.] Let me come in, and you shall know my er» 
I come from my lady Juliet. [rand. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. O holy friar ; O, tell me, holy friar, 
Where is my laay's lord, where's Romeo ? 

Fri, There on the ground, with his own tears made dmnk. 

Nurse. O, he is even in my mistress' case, 
Just in her case ! 

.FVt. O woful sympathy ! 

Piteous predicament ! 

Nurse. Even so lies she. 

Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man : 
For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise. 
•' Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet ? how is it with her.t 
Doth she not think me an old murderer, 
Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood ? 
Where is she ? how doth she ? and what says she t 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps ; 
And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up. 
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 

Rom. As if that name. 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun. 

Did murder her ; as that name's cursed hand s 

Murder'd her kinsman. — O tell me, friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. [Draws his stoord 

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand : ' 

Art thou a man ? thy form cries out thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast. 
Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order, 
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I thooffht thy disposition better temper'd. •♦ 

Hast thou slain Tybalt ? wilt thoa slay thymlf ? 

And slay thy lady too that lives in thee? 

What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive. 

Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 

But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set, 

For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 

Where timu shalt live, till we can find a time 

To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back 

With twenty hundred thousand times more joy , 

Than thou went'st forth in lamentation. — 

Go, before, nurse : commend me to thy lady ; 

And bid her hasten all the house to rest 

Romeo is coming. 

Nurse. O, I could have staid here all the night, 
To hear ffood counsel : O, what learning is ! — 
My lord. Ill tell my lady you will come. 

Rom, Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 

Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir : 
Hie yon, make haste, for it grows very late. [Exit Narae 

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this ! 

Fri. Go hence : Good night ; and here stands all your state : 
Either begohe before the watch be set. 
Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man. 
And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell ; good night. 

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief, so brief to part with thee : 
Farewell. [ExeunL 

SCENE v.— Juliet's Chan^. 
Enter Romeo, and Juliet. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone 7 it is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the mom. 
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streakf 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Night's candles are Dumt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops ; 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, 1 2 
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It4« some meteor that the sun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 
Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death ; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I'll say, yon gray is not the morning's eye, 
Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads : 
I have more care to stay than will to go ; — 
Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so.^ 
How is't, my soul ? let's talk, it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away ; 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune, 
Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps. 
O, now be gone ; more light and light it grows. 

Rom. More light and ]%ht ? — more dark and daik our woes. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Madam ! 

Jul. Nurse? 

Nurse. Your lady mother's coming to your chamber . [Ex. Nursci 

Rom. Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, and 111 descend. 

[RoMBO <feseeiu2t 

Jul. Art thou gone so 7 mv love ! mv lord ! my friend ! 
I must hear from thee every day i' the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days : 
O ! by this count I shall be much in years. 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 

Rom. FareweU ! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul. O, think'st thou, we snail ever meet again ? 

Rom. I doubt it not ; and all these woes sludl serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jul. O Heaven ! I have an ill-divining soul ; 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below. 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb ; 
Either my eye-sight fails, or thou look'fet pale. 

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye, so do you : 
Dry son^w drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ! [Exit RoMBD 

Julio fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle : 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith ? Be fickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But send him back. 
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ACT IV. 

Capulet d«t«nniBM to mwnj JoImI. immediatdy, to the Couaty Paris ; sho inv Vtnea bai 
pannu in vain, to defer the match,— ^dbtracted at the thought of beiof compelled t« 
■Miry a Mcoad hosband while Romeo is yet living, she coasttlts Fiiar Lkorenoe in liei 
•stiMiity. 

SCENE I.— Friar Laurence's CeU. 
Enter Friar Laurence, and Paris. 

J-Vt. On Thursday, sir ? the time is very short 

Par, My father Uapulet will have it so ; 
And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

FrL You say, you do not know the lady's mind ; 
Uneven is the course, I like it not 

Par, Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death, 
And Uicrefore have I little talk'd of love ; 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous. 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ; 
And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage. 
To stop the inundation of her tears ; 
Wliich, too much minded by herself alone, 
May be put from her by society : 
Now, do you know the reason of this haste ? 

FrL I would I knew not why it should be slow'd. lAftde, 

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife ! 

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday next. 

Jul. What must be, shall be. 

Fri. That's a certain text 

Par. Come you to make confession to this father ? 

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you. 
Are you at leisure, holy father, now ; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? 

Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now :— 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. Heaven shield, I should disturb devotion ! 
Juliet, farewell. [Exit Parol 

Jul. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so. 
Come weep with me : Past hope, past cure, past help ! 

Fn. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief; 
ft strains me past the compass of my wits : 
C hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it, 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

Jul Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this, 
rolesB thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
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^, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 

Do thou but call my resolution wise, 

.Ajid with this knife FU help it presently. 

Heaven joined my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands * 

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd, 

Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 

Turn to another, this shall slay them both * 

Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time. 

Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 

Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 

Shall play the umpire. 

Fri, Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we would prevent 
If, rather than to marry County Paris, 
Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself; 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame, 
That cop'st with death himself to^scape from it ; 
And, if thou dar'st, Pll give thee remedy. 

Jtd. O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring bean ; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O'er-covered quite with dead men's rattling Ixmes ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; 
Thinp that, to hear them told, have made me trembte 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 

Fri, Hold, then ; go home, oe merry, give conaeolt 
To marry Paris : W^inesday is to-morrow : 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed. 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off; 
When, presently, through all thy veins shall ran 
A cold and drowsy humor, which shall seize 
Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat : 
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st ; 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall, 
like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, depriv'd of supple government, ^^1 

Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like de«th: 
' And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk^death 
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Tbon Siialt remain fall two and forty hours, 
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from Uiy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then Tas the manner of our country is J 
In thy best robes uncovered on the bier, 
Thou shalt be borne to tliat same ancient yank, 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 
In the mean time, against thou snah awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift : 
And hither shall he come ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 
And this shall free thee from this present riiame ; 
If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 
Abate thv valor in the acting it 

Jul, Give me, O give me ! tell me not of fear. 

FrL Hold ; get you ffone, be strong and prosperoiifl 
In this resolve : 1*11 send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lora. 

Jul, Love, give me sti^ngth ! and strength shall help vttorA. 
Farewell, dear father ! * [ExeuHl 

SCENE in.— Juliet's Ckambef. 

Enter Juliet, and Nurse. 

JvJ, Ay, those attires are best : — But, gentle nurse, 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state. 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin. 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap, What, are you busy ? do you need my help t 

Jul, No, madam ; we have cull'd such necessaries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone. 
Ana let the nurse this night sit.up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your bands full all. 
In this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Good night ! 

(jet thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Locl^ CaPulet, <md Nxxn%, 

JvJ, Farewell ! — ^heaven knows, when we shall meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins. 
That almost feezes up the heat of Efe : 
ril call them back again to comfort me :— 
Nurse ! — What should she do here ? 
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My dismal scene I needs must act alone.-^ 
Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at aU ? 
Must I of force be married to the county ? — 
No, no ;— this shall forbid it : — lie thou there. — 

[Laying down a dagger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead ; 
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonor'd, 
Because he married me before to Romeo 9 
I &ar, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not, 
For he hath still been tried a holy man : 
I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there's a fearful point I 
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault, 
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ? 
Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, ' 

Together with the terror of the place. 
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but men m earth, 
lies fest'ring m his shroud ; where, as Uiey say, 
At some hours in the night spirits resort :— 
O ! if I wake, ^11 1 not be distraught. 
Environed with all these hideous fears ? 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ? 
And, in this rage, with some ffreat kinsman's bone. 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains 7 
O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 
Seeking out Romeo. — Stay, Tybalt, stay ! — 
Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[She thrmos herself on ^ M ' 

Juliet being inpposed dead ig interred in ** the Tomb of the Ca|»leli." 

ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Mantua. A Street. 
Enter RoMsa 
Rom. If 1 may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 
My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne ; 
And, all this day, an unaccustom'd spirit 
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Lifts me abo\'e the ground with cheerful thought! 
1 dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ; 
And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips, 
That I revivM, and was an emperor. 

Enter Balthasar. 

News from Verona ! — ^How now, Balthasar ? 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the fhar ? 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well ? 
How fares my Juliet ? That I ask again ; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well. 

Bal, TMn she is well, and nothing can be ill : 
Her body sleeps in Capulet's monument. 
And her immortal part with angels Uves. 
I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault, 
And presently took post to tell it you : 

pardon me for bringing these ill news, 
Since you did leave it for my office, dr. 

Rom. Is it even so ? then I defy jou, stars !— 
Thou know'st my lodging : get ne mk and paper, 
And hire post-horses : I will hence to-night. 

BaZ. Pardon me, sir, I will not leave you thus : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Rom. Tush, thou art deceiv'd ; 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do. 
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar 7 

Bal, No, my good lord. 

Rom, No matter: get thee gone. 

And hire those horses ; 111 be with thee straight. [Exit Baltbabmm 
Well, Juliet, I will be with thee to-night 
Let's see for means : — O, mischief! uiou art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! 

1 do remember an apothecary, — 

And hereabouts he dwells, — whom late I noted 

In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 

Culling of simples ; meagre were hS looks. 

Sharp misery had worn mm to the bones : 

And m his needy shop a tortoise hung. 

An alligator stun'd, and other skins 

Of ill-enap'd fishes ; and about his shelves 

A beggarly account of empty boxes. 

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 

Remnants of packliiread, and old cakes of roseSi 

Were thinly scattered to make up a show. 

Noting his penury, to myself I said — 

An if a man did need a poison now 

Whoso sale is present death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would se \ it him. 
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O, this same thought did but fore-nm my need 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut — 
What, ho ! apothecary ! 

Enter Apothecary. 

Ap. Who calls so loud 7 

Rom. Come hither, man. — I see, that thoii art Door: 
Hold, thpre is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gear 
As will disperse itself through all the veins, 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's law 
Is death, to anv he that utters them. 

Rom, Art thou so bare and full of wretchedness. 
And fear'st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks, 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes, 
Upon thy l»ck hangs ragged misery, 
The world is not thy friend, nor the weald's law ; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 
Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 
Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 
Ap. Put this in anv liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off; ancf, if you had the strength 
Of twenty men, it would dispatch you straight. 

Rom. There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's souls, 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world, 
Than these poor compounds that thou may'st not sell : 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell : buy food, and get thyself in flesh. — 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for there must I use thee. [ExettnL 

Friar Laoienoe learas that the messen^r to Romeo has fsOed. He goes to the olmidi" 
yanl to remove Jaliet from the Tomb. 

SCENE in. — A Church-Yard; in it, a Monument belonging to t\t 
Capulets. 

Enter Pakis, and his Page, hearing flowers and a torch. 
Par. Give me thy torch, boy : Hence, and stand aloof; — 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yon yew trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground ; 
So shall no foot upon the church-yard tread, 
(Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves,) 
But thou shalt hear it : whisue then to me 
As signal that thou hear'st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as 1 bid thee, go. 
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Page, I am^mosl^ afraid to stand alone 
Here m the church-yard ; yet I will adventure. [Relire§ 

Par, Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed I strew. 
Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain, 
Accept this latest favor at my hands ; 
That living honor'd thee ; and, being dead, 

With funeral praises do adurn thy tomb ! [The Boy whisdts. 

The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wamlere this way to-nignt. 
To croM my obseouies, and true love's rites ? 
What, with a torch ! — mufile me, nig^t, a while. [Retiret^ 

Enter Romeo, and Balthasar, vnth a torch, mattoc^ <f^ 

Rom, Give me that mattock, and the wrenchmg iron 
Hold, take tliis letter ; -early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Give me the light : Upon thy Uie I charge thee. 
Whatever thou hear'st or seest, stand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my course. 
Why I descend into this bed of death. 
Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 
But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring, that I must use 
In d<*r employment : therefore hence, be g<me :— 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do. 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 

And strew this hungry church-yard with thy limbe: f 

The time and my intents are savage-wild ; 
More fierce, and more inexorable nir, » 

Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

Bal I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. '^ 

Rom, So shalt thou show me friendship. — Take thou that 
live, and be prosperous ; and farewell, good feUow. 

Bal, For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [Retiref 

Rom. Thou detestable maw, 
Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth. 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking open the door of the monument 
And, in despite, I'll cram thee with mwe food I 

Par, Stop thy unballow'd toil, vile Montague ; [Aisanoei 

Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death t 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for tiioii must die. 

Rom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I hither.— 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man. 
Fly hence and leave me ; — ^think upon these gone ; 
uet them aftright thee : — I beseech thee, youth. 
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Heap not another sin upon my head, 
By urging me to fury :^-0, be gone ! 
By heaven, I love thee better tfiSin myself; 
For I come hither arm'd against myself: 
Stay not, be gone ; — live, and hereafter say — 
A madman's mercy bade thee xiin away. 

Par, 1 do defy thy conjurations. 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at tnee, boy. 

Par, O, I am slain ! — [Falls.'] — If thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [DieM. 

Rom. In faith, 1 will : — Let me perase this face j — 
Mercutio's kinsman, noble County Paris. — 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book ! 
FU bury thee in a triumphant grave, — 
For here lies Juliet.-^0, my love ! my wife ! 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, ' 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there— 
Ah, dear Juliet, why art thoU vet so fair ? 
Here, here will I remain i O, here 
Will I set up my everlasting rest ; 
And shake tiie yoke of inauspicious stars 
' From this world-wearied flesn. 
Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavory guide ! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
*The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here's to my love !^ — [Drinks.] — ^O, true apothecary ! 
^hy drugs are quick. — Thus with a kiss I die. [Dies, 

EnteTi at the other end of the church-yard^ Friar Laurence, \oith a 
kmtem, crow, and spade. 

Fri. Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to-night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves ? — Who's there ? 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead ? 

Bed. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows yon well. 

Fri. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeless skulls ; as I discern, 
It bameth in the Capel's monument. 

Bal It doth so, holy sir ; and there's my master, 
One that you love. 

Fri. Who is it? 

Bal Romeo. 

Frt. How long hath he been there ? 

Bd. Full half an hour. 
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Fri, Gc. with me to the vault 

Bai. I dare not, sir : 

My master knows not, but I am eone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death. 
If I did stay to look on his intents. 

.FVt. Stay then, ril go alone : — Fear comes upon me ; 
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 

BaL As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought, 
And fnat my master slew hun. 

FrL Romeo! — [Advancea. 

Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre ? — 
What mean these masterless and gory swords 
To lie discolored by this place of peace ? [Enters the numumenL 

Romeo ! O, pale !— -Who else 7 what, Paris too ? 
And steep'd in blood ? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guiltjr of this lamentable chance ! — 
The lady stirs. ^ [Juliet wakes and siirs. 

Jul. O, comfortable friar ! where is my ord ? 
I do remember well where I shoulc( be. 
And there I am : Where is my Romeo ? [Noise within. 

Fri.i I hear some noise. — Lady, come from that nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep ; 
A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents '^ come, come away : 
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
And Paris too ; come, I'll dispose of thee . 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns ; 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming ; 
Come, go, good Juliet. — [Noise again.] I dare stay no longer. 

[Extt, 

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.- — 
What's here ? a <^ip, clos'd in my tnie love's hand ? 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end :— ■ 
O churl ! drink all ; and leave no friendly drop, 
To help me after ? — I wilF kiss thy lips ; 
Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them, 

To make me die with a restorative. [Rsses him 

Tljy lips are warm !, ■ 

\st Watch. [WUUn.'] Lead; boy :— Which way ? 

Jul. Yea, noise ? — then I'll be brief. — O happy dagger \ ' 

[Snatching Kome6*8 jdagger. 
This is thy iheath ; [Stabs herself.] there rust, and let me die. 

(Falls on Romeo's body\ and dies. 
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Tbis Play i* jastly placed among the most perfect of Shakspeare*i compmitioiu. Tht 
■naster-piece of character, as exhibited in Shylock the Jew, would alone entitle it to thh 
classification. 

The dooble plot of this Drama was borrowed by Shakspeara from traditionary stoiiei 
•urrent in his time. The Jews at that period were a despised and persecuted race ; the Poet 
has lent himself to the fiojndioes entertained by Christians against Jews, and yet he has 
mode Shylock appear as the champion and avenger of an oppressed people, rather than the 
sordid contemptible character, then thought to be the distinctive qualification of "God's 
. ancient people.** 
,dddd 

PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Duke OF Vewice. / - * 

Prince OF Morocco, > .. ^ t> \*. 
Pei»ceofAr.*8or; }«"'<». to Porua. 
Antonio, the Merchant of Veiiiee. 
Bassanio, kU friend. 

Salanio, Salarino, Gratiano, /neR<2« ^o^^tonio and Bafwankii 
LoRBNZo, in tove with Jessica. 
Shylock, a /cio.' / - 

Tubal, a Jewi his friend. 
^ Launceuot Gobbo, a clown, servant to Shylock 

Old Gobbo, father to Launcelot. 
- Salerio, a messenger from Venice. 
Leonardo, servant to Bassaiiio. 
Balthazar^ Stefhano, servants to Portia. 

Portia, a rich heiress. 
Nerissa, her waiting-maid. 
Jessica, daughter to Shylock. 

Kagnificoes of Venice, Officers of the Court of Justice, Gaoler, Servants^ 
and other Attendants. . 

SCENE,— porfZy a< Venice, and partly at Belmont, the Seat of Portia, 
.■ ^ on the Cuntirunt. 
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, ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Venice. A Street. 

Enter Antohio, Salarino, and Salaim 

ArU, In oooth, I know not why I am so sad ; 
It wearies me ; you say, it wearies yoii ; 
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What stuff 'tis made of, whereof it is bom* 
I am to learn ; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of mdi 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

SeUar, Your mind id tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies with portly sail,— 
Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood, 
Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, — 
Do overpeer the petty traffickers. 
That curt'sy to tnem, do them reverence. 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Salan, Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth, 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads ; 
And every object, that miffht make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventur^, out of doubt. 
Would make me sad. 

Salar, My wind, cooling my brotfi. 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 
J should not see the sandy hour-glass run; 
But I should think of shallows and of flats ; 
And see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand, 
Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs. 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to church, 
And sec the holy edifice of stone. 
And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks ? 
Which touching but my gentle vessel's side. 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream ; 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks ; 
And, in a word, but even now worth this. 
And now worth nothing ? Shall I have the thonght 
To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought, 
That such a thing, bechanc'd, would make me sad 9 
But tell not me ; I know Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandise. 

ArU. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted. 
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Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 

Upon the fortune )f this present year : 

Therefore, my merchandise makes me not sad. ^ 

Solan. Why then you are in love. 

Am, Fye, fye ! 

Salan. Not in love neither ? Then let's say, you are sad. 
Because you are not merry : and 'twere as easy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and say, you are merry, 
Because you are not sad. Now, by the two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep tlirough their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper : * * 

And other of such vmegar aspect. 
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile, 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiaho. 

Solan, Here comes Bassanio, your most noble kinsman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well ; 
We leave you now with better company. 

Solar, 1 would have staid till I had made you merry 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

. Ant, Your worth is very dear in my regard. ^ 

I tiike it, your own business calls on you, 
And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Solar, Grood morrow, my good lords. , 

Bass, Good signior&both, when shall we laugh ? Say, when 7 
'You grow exceedinff strange : Must it be so ? 

Solar. We'll maSe our leisures to attend on yours. 

[Exeunt Salarino, and SALunq^ 

Lor, My lord Bassanio, since you have found Antonio, 
We two will leave you : but, at dinner time, 
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 

Bass, I will not fail you. 

Gra, You look not well, signior Antonio ; 
You have too much respect upon the world : 
They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvellously chang'd. 

Ant, I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano ; 
A stage, where every man must play a part, 
And mme a sad one. 

Gra, Let pie play the Fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come. 
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within. 
Sit Uke his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 
Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish ? J tell thee what, Antonio, — 
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ; — 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
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Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, 

With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion 

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

As who should say, / am Sir Oracle, 

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog hark ! 

O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise, 

For sajring nothing ; who, I am very sure. 

If they should speak, would almost damn liiose ears, 

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers, fools. 

1*11 tell thee more of this another time : 

But fidh not, with this melancholy bait, 

For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion. — 

Come, good Lorenzo : Fare ye well, a wliile ; 

m end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time. 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Chra, Well, keep me com|:^y but two years more. 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 

AnL Farewell : I'll grow a talker for this gear. 
* Chra, Thanks, i' faith ; for silence is only commendable 
In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendible. 

[Exeunt Gratiano, and Lore^izu. 

Ant. Is that any thing now ? 

Bass, Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, more than any 
man in all Venice : His reasons are as two grains of wheat hid in 
two bushels of chaff; you shall seek all day ere you find them ; and, 
when you have them, they are n6t worth the search. 

Ant. Well ; tell me now, what lady is this same, 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage,^ 
That you to-day promis'd to tell me of ? 

Bass. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate, 
By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance : 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd ^ 

/ From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly off from the great debts. 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 
Hath left me gaged : To you, Antonio, 
I owe the most, in money, and in love ; 
And from vour love I have a warranty 
Po unburcfen all my plots, and purposes. 
How to get clear 3f all the debts I owe. 

Ant. fpray you, good Bassanio, let me know it ^ 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do, 
Within the eye of honor, be assur'd 
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My purse, my person, my extremest means. 
Lie all unlock'a to your occasions. 

Bass, In my school-days, when I had lost one shaf^ 
1 shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same way, with more advi^ watch, 
To find the other forth ; and by advent'ring both, 
I oft found both : I urge this childish proof, 
Because what foUows is pure innocence. 
1 owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth, 
That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch tlie aim, or to find both. 
Or bring your latter hazard back again. 
And thankfuUy rest debtor for the first. 

Ant, You know me well, and herein spend but thoB 
To wind about my love with circumstance ; 
And, out of doubt, you do me now more wroaft, 
In making question of my uttermost. 
Than if you had made waste of all I have : 
Then do but say to me what I should do. 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am prest into it : therefore, speak. 

Bass, In Belmont is a lady richly left. 
And she is fair, and, fairer than that word,- 
Of wond'rous virtues ; sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 
Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalued 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus' Portia. 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 
For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors : and her' sunny locks 
Hang on, her temples like a golden fleece ; 
Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos' strand, 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

my Antonio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them; 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift, 
That I should questionless be fortunate. 

AtU. Thou know'st, that all my fortunes are at sea : 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore so forth. 
Try what my credit can m. Venice do ; 
That shall be rack'd, even to the uttermost. 
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is ; and I no question make. 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. ExeLm 
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SCENE n.— Belmont A Room in Portia's House. 
Enter Portia, and Nerissa. 

For. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a-weary of this great 
worid. 

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries were in the 
same abundance as your good fortunes are : And yet, for aught I 
see, they are as sick that surfeit with too much, as they that starve 
with nothing : It is no mean happiness, therefore, to be seated in the 
mean ; superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but competency lives 
longer. 

Par. Grood sentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner, They would be better, if well followed. 

For, If to do were as easy as to know what were good to do, 
chapels had been churches, ana poor men's cottages, princes' palaces. 
It is a good divine that fdlows his own instructions : I can easier 
teach twenty what were good to be done, than be one of the twenty 
to follow mine own teaching. The brain may devise laws for the 
blood ; but a hot temper leaps over a cold decree : such a hare is 
madness, the youth, to qkip o'er the meshes of good counsel, the 
cripple. But this reasoning is not in the foshion to choose me a 
husband : — O me, the word choose ! I may neither choose whom I 
would, nor refuse whom I dislike ; so is the will of a hving daughter 
curb'd by the will of a dead father : — ^Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I 
cannot choose one, nor refuse none ? 

Ner, Your father was ever virtuous ; and holy men, at their death, 
have good inspirations ; therefore, the lottery, that he hath devised in 
these three chests, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who chooses 
his meaning, chooses you,) will, no doubt, never be chosen by any 
rightly, but one who you shall rightly love. But what warmth is 
ttere in your affection towards any of these princely suitors that are 
already come ? 

For. I pray thee, ovemame them ; and as thou namest them, I 
will describe them ; and according to my description, level at my af- 
fection. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

For, Ay, that's a colt, inde^, for he does nothing but talk of his 
horse ; and he makes it. a great appropriation to his own good parts, 
that he can shoe him himself. 

Ner, Then, is there the county Palatine. 

For, He doth nothing but frown ; as who should say. And if you 
vjiU not have me, choose : he hears merry tales, and smUes not : I 
fear, he will prove the weeping philosopher when he grows old, beius 
BO full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I had rather be married 
to a death's head with a bone in his mouth, than k> either of these. 
Heaven defend me from these two ! 

Ner. How say you by the French lord, Monsieur Le Bon ? 

For. Heaven 'made him, and therefore let him pass for a man. 

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of these lords ; they 
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have acquainted me with their determinations : which is, indeed, to 
return to their home, and to trouble you with no more suit ; unless, 
you may be won by some other sort than your father's impositicni, 
depending on the caskets. 

Par. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as chaste as Diana, 
unless I be obtained by the manner of my father's will : I am glad 
this parcel of wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not one among 
them but I dote on his very absence, and I pray Heaven grant them 
a fair de^rture. 

Ner, Do you not remember, lady, in your father's time, a Vene. 
tian, a scholar, and a soldier, that came hither in company of the 
Marquis of Montferrat ? 

Par, Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think, so was he called. 

Ner, True, madam ; he, of all the men that ever my foolish eyes 
iooked upon, was the best deserving a fair lady. 

Par. I remember him well ; and I remembpr him worthy of thy 
praise. — How now ! what news ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam, to take their leave : 
and there is a fore-runner come from a fifth, the prince of Morocco ; 
who brings word, the prince, his master, will be here to-night 

Par. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so good heart as I can 
bid the other four farewell, I should be glad of his approach. Come, 
Nerissa. — Surah, go before. — ^Whiles we shut the gate upon one 
wooer, another knocks at the door. [Exeunt 

SCENE m.— Venice. A public Place. 
Enter Bassanio ani Shylock. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — ^well. 

Bass, Ay, sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months,— well. 

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall be bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — ^well. 

Bass. May you stead me ? Will you pleasure me ? 
Shall I know your answer 7 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months, and Antonio 
bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the contrary ? 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ; — ^my meaning, in saying he is a good 
man, is to have you understand me, that he is sufficient : yet his 
means are in supposition: he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, 
another to the Indies ; I understand moreover upon the Rialto, he 

hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, and other ventures 

he hath, squander'd abroad ; But ships are but boards, sailors but 
men: there be land-rats, and water-rats, water-thieves, and land- 
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thieves ; I mean, pirates ; and then, there is the peril of water, windsi 
and rocks : The man is, notwithstanding, sufficient ; — three thousand 
ducats ;-- I think, I may take his bond. 

B(iss. Be assured you may. 

Shy. I will be assured, I may ; and, that I may be assured, I will 
bethink me : May I speak with Antonio ? 

B(iss, If it please vou, dine with us. 

Sky. Yes, to smell pork ; I will buy with you, sell with you, talk 
with vou, walk with you, and so following : but I will not eat with 
you, drink with you, nor pray with you. What news on the Rialto f 
— Who is he comes here ? 

Enter Antonio. 

Bctss. This is signior Antonio. 

Sky. [Aside.] How like a fawning publican he looks I 
I hate him, for he is a. Christian : 
But more, for that, in low simplicity, 
He lends out mon^ gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails, 
Even there where merchants most do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest : Cursed be my tribe. 
If I forgive him ! 

Bass. Shylock, do you hear ? 

Shy. I am debating of my present store : 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducats : What of that ? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furnish me : but soft ; How many months 
Do you desire ? — ^Rest vou fair, good signior : [ To ANTOinft 

Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow, 
By taking, nor by giving of excess, 
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 
I'll break a custom : — Is he yet possess'd, 
How much you would ? 

Shy, Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forffot, — three months, you told me so. 

Well then, your bond ; and, let me see, But hear you : 

Methoueht, you said, you neither lend, nor borrow, 
Upon advantage. 

Ant. I do never use it 

Shy. Three thousand ducats — 'tis a good round sum, 
Three months from twelve, then let me see ihe rate. 
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Am. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to yon I 

Shy, SigDior Antonio, many a time and oft, 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances : 
Still have I borne it wHh a patient shrug ; 
For sufierance is the badge of all our tribe : 
You call me — misbeliever, cutthroat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine. 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
Wdl then, it now appears, you need my help : 
Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 
Shylock, we would have monies ; Von say so ; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard. 
And foot me, as you spur a stranger cur 
Over your threshold ; monies is your suit. 
What should I say to you ? Should I not say, 
HcUh a dog money 7 is it possible, 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats f or 
Shall J bend low, and in a bondsman's key. 
With 'bated breath, and whispering humblenesi, 
Say this,— — 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last : 
You spumed me such a day ; another time 
You caWd me — dog ; imdfor these courtesies 
ru lend you thus much monies* 

Ant. 1 am as like to call thee so again. 
To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 
If thon wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend ?) 
But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 
Who, if he break, thou may'st with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy, Why, look you, how yon storm ! 

I would be friends with yon, and have your love, 
Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my monies, and you'll not hear me : 
This is kind I offer. 

Ant. This were kindness. 

Shy, This, kindness will I show »*• 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport, 
If yon repay me i^ on such a day. 
In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are 
Express'd in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cnt off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 
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Ani, Content, in fidth ; FU seal to rach a bond» 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. Yon shall not seal to each a bond for me, 
ni rather dwell in my necessi^r- 

ArU. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it 
Within these tW9 months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy. O father Abraham, what these Christians are, 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thooghts of others ! Pray you, tell me this ; 
If he should bmk his day, what should I gain . 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of man's flesh, taken from a man, 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither. 
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 
To buy his favor, I extend this fi^endshtp ; 
If he will take it, so ; if not, adieu ; 
And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 

Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond* 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's ; 
Give him direction for this merry bond. 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight ; 
See to my house, left in the fearful guara 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. [Ext4 

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he ffrows kind. 

Bat5. I like rjot fair terms, and a viSain's mind. 

Ant, Come on ; in this there can be no dismay. 
My ships come home a month before the day. [ExewnU 

ACT II. 

BaiHUiio obtain* the Iom of thico thovMud i«c«ti fioni Shyloiok, ea the luewOwt^ t 
bond, with the penalty of " the ponnd of fledi," asthe forfeit fWaon-paymeat. Bethes 
prepaiee for making propotak for Portia's hand, bnt previons to hit departei»4o inidtai fail 
friends to an entertainment : — Shylock is also one of the invited gnests. 

Ijannoelot, a fomm domestic of the Jew's, has entoed into theserviee^ nnsMnin^ 
ud b made the messenger between Lorenzo and Jemica, who haw pknaed aselep^ 
■Mat, while Shyiook is ei^aged at Bassanio's ftast. 

SCENE Y.—The same. Before Shylock's Bmx. 

Enter Shtloce, and LAxmcELor. 

Shy. Well, thou ehalt see, thy eyes shall be thy judge. 
The difiference of old Shylock and Bassanio : — 
What, Jessica ! — ^thou slmlt not gormandize. 
As thou hast done with me ;— What, Jessica !— 
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And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ; — 
Why, Jessica, I siiy ! 

Laun, Why, Jessica ! 

Shy, Who hids thee call ? I did not hid thee call. 

Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, I could do nothing vritli* 
out bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jes. Call you ? What is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica ; 
There are my keys : — ^But wnerefore should I go ? 
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me : 
But yet m £ro in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. — Jessica, my girl. 
Look to my house : — ^I am right loath to go ; 
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest, 
For 1 did dream of money-bags top>night 

Laun, I beseech you, sir, go on ; my young master doth expect 
your reproach. 

Shy, So do I his. 

Laun, And they have conspired together, — ^I will not say, you 
nhall see a masque ; but if you do, then it was not for nothing that 
my nose fell a bleeding on Black-Monday last, at six o'clock i* the 
morning, falling out that year on Ash- Wednesday, was four year in 
the afternoon. 

Shy. What : are there masques ? Hear you me, Jessica : ^ 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile squeaking of the ¥ny-neck'd fife, 
Clamber not vou up to the casements then. 
Nor thrust your head into the public street. 
To gaze on Christian fools i^Ui vamish'd faces. 
But stop my house^s ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — By Jacob's staflf, I swear, 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 
But I will go. — Groyou before me, sirrah; 
Say, I will oome. 

Laun, I will go before, sir. — 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ; [Aside, 

There will come a Christian by, 
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. lExU hkmu 

Shy, What says that fool of Hagar's offspring, ha ? 

Jes. His wosds were. Farewell, mistress ; nc^hing else. 

Shy, The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder. 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat ; drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow'd purse. — ^Well, Jessica, go in ; 
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Perhaps, [ will return immediately ; 

Do, as I bid yon, 

Shut doors after yoo : Fast bind, fast find ; 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exk 

Jes, FareweQ ; and if my fortune be not crost, 
I have a father, you a daughter lost. [ElxiL 

Jwmkm ■te|iM wHh Lowaao, onyfaf with her Uige nam rf moaay, — c valaahkjew- 
•b bdoBfiM to Imt father. 

ACT III. 

Shylook k iatrodaoed In the foUowing powerfViDy wroofht weBe tmartiaf vader hk 
loMet, aad the want of daty in his daoffater. He hw ebo lewMd that Antoaio theMer- 
ahaat, bat ralieied Mrere lonet at Ma, and ia rti f a ted hj rareage he determiBes to eafaiee 
the ** faO peaakj *' of the BoBd. 

SCENE I.^A Street in Venice. 
Enter Saulhio, and Salarino. 

Solar, Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail ; 
With him is Uratiano gone alcmg ; 
And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not 

Solan. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the duke ; 
Who went with him to search Bassanio's ship. 
I never heard a passion so confus'd. 
So stradge, outrageous, and so variable, 
As the dog Jew md utter in the streets : 
My dau^kter ! — O my ducats ! — O wy daughter ! 
Fied wwi a Christian f — O my christum ducats /<• 
Justice ! the law ! my ducats and my daughter ! 
Let good Antonio look he keep his day, 
Or he shall pay for this. 
Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Salair. Why, yet it lives there unchecked, that Antonio hath a ship 
of rich lading wreckM on the narrow seas ; the Goodwms, I think 
diey call the place ; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where the car- 
cases of many a tall ship ue buried, as they say, if my gossip repoit 
be an honest woman df tier word. 

Solan. I would she were as lying a gossip in that, as ever knapp'd 
singer, or made her neighbors believe she wept for the death of a 
Uiira husband: But it is true, — ^without any slips of prolixly, or 
crossing the plain highway of talk,~that the good Antonio, the 
honest Antonio, that I had a title good enough to keep his 
Dame company ! — 

Saiar. Come, the full stop. 

Soian. Ha,<— what say'st thcru ?— Why the end is ho hath lost a 
sbip. 

Solar. I would it might prove the end of his losses ! 
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Solan, Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil cross my prayer 
for here he comes in the likeness of a Jew. — 

Enter Shtlock. 

How now, Sbylock ? what news among the merchants ? 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as you, of my daugh- 
ter's flight. 

Solar, That's certain ; I, for my part, knew the tailor that made 
the wings she flew withal. 

Salan, And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird was fledg'd ; 
and then it is the complexion of them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd for it. 

Salar, That's certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

Salan. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at these years ? 

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

^Salar. There is more difierence between thy flesh and hers, tnan 
between jet and ivory ; more between your bloods, than there is be- 
tween red wine and rhenish: But tell us, do you hear whether 
Antonio have had any loss at sea or no ? 

Shy* There I have another bad match : a bankrupt, a prodigal, 
who iare scarce show his head on the Rialto ; — a beggar, that iSed 
to come so smug upon the mart ; let him look to his bond : he was 
wont to call me usurer ; — ^let him look to his bond ! he was woitf to 
lend money for a Christian courtesy ! — ^let him look to his bond. 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take his flesh; 
What's that good for? 

Shy. To Imit fish withal : if it will feed nothing else, it will feed 
my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and hindered me of half a 
million ; laughed at my losses, mocked at my gams, scorned my na- 
tion, tiiwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine enemies ; 
and what's his reason ? I am a Jew: Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath 
not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, aflfections, passions ? 
, fed with the same fo(3, hurt with the same weapons, subject to the 
same diseases, healed by the same means, warmed and cooled by the 
same winter and summer, as a Christian is ? if you prick us, do we 
not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? if you pdson us, do 
ive not die ? and if you wrong us, shalVwe not revenge ? if we are 
like you in the rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong 
a Christian, what is his humility ? revenge ; If a Christian wrong a 
Jew, wliat should his sufierance be by Christian example ? why, re- 
venge. The villany you teach me, I will execute ; and it shall go 
har^ but I will better the instruction. 

Enter Tubai,. 

Salan. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third cannot be matched, 
unless the devil himself turn Jew. [Exeunt Salan. <f» Salar. 

Shy. How now. Tubal, what news from Genoa ? haet thou found 
my daughter ? 
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7\ib. I oilen came where I did hear of her, but cannot find her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond gone, cost me 
two thousand ducats in Frankfort ! The curse never fell upon out 
nation till now ! I never felt it till now ; — two thousand ducats ir 
that ; and other precious, precious jewels. — I would my daugbtei 
were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear ! 'would she were 
hearsM at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin ! No news of them t 
— Why, so: — and I know not what's spent in the search: Why, 
thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so much, and so much to 
find the thief; and no satisfaction, no revenge : nor no ill luck Stir- 
ling, but what lights o' my shoulders ; no sighs, but o' my breath- 
ing ; no tears, but o' my shedding. 

Tub, Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Antonio, as I heard in 
Genoa, — 

Shy. What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tub, — hath an argosy cast away, coming from Tripolis. 

Shy. I thank Heaven, I thank Heaven :— Is it true, is it true ? 

Tub, I spoke with some of the sailors that escaped the wreck. 

Shy, I tnank thee, good Tubal ; — Good news, good news : ha ! 
ha ! — Where ? in Genoa ? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, one night, four- 
score ducats ! 

Shy. Thou stick'st a dagger in me : ^I shall never see my gold 

•gain : Fourscore ducats at a sitting ! fourscore ducats ! 

Thib. There came divers of Antonio's creditors in my company tc- 
Venice, that swear he cannot choose but break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it : I'll plague him ; I'll torture him ; I am 
glad of it. 

Thib. One of tliem showed me a ring, that he had of your daughter 
for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her ! Thou toiturest me. Tubal : it was my tur- 
quoise ; I had it of Leah, when I was a bachelor : I would not have 
given it for a wilderness of monkeys. 

Thib. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true : Go, Tubal, fee me an 
officer, bespeak him a fortnight before : I will have the heart of him, 
if he forfeit ; for were he out of Venice, I can make what merchan- 
dise I will : Gro, go, Tubal, and meet me at our synagogue ; go, good 
Tubal ; at our synagogue. Tubal. [Exeunt, 

^ SCENE II.— Belmont A Room in Portia's House. 

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiako, Nerissa, and Attendants 
The caskets are set out. 

Por. I pray you, tarry ; pause a day or two. 
Before you hazard ; for, in choosing \^Tong, 
I lose your company ; therefore, forbear a while : 
There*s something tells me, (but it is not love,) 
\ would not lose you ; and you know yourself. 
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Ilate counsels not in such a quality : 

I could teach you 

How to choose right, but then I am forsworn ; 

So will I never be : so may you miss me ; 

But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin, 

That I had |k^n forsworn. 

Bass. ■;■' Let me choose ; 

Fd, as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Par, Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 

Bass, None, but that ugly treason of mistrust. 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love ; 
There may as well be amity am life 
Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 

Por» Ay, but I fear, you speak upon the rack. 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 

Bass, Promise me life, and I'll confess the troth. 
Par, Well then, confess, and live. 
Bass. Confess, and love. 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance ! 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Por, Away then : I am lock'd iaone of them ; 
If you do love me, you will find me out. — 
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. — 
Let music sound, while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end. 
Fading in music. 

MusiCf whilst Bassanio cdmmerds on the caskets to himsey. 
SONG. 1. Tell me where is fancy bred, 

Or in the heart, or in the headf 
How begot, how nourished ? 
Reply. 2. It is engendered in the eyes. 

With gazing fed : and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 

Let us all rin^ fancy's knell , 
Vll begin it, Ding, d&ng, bell. 
All. Di'ngi dong, bdl, 

Bass. Some good direct my judgment ! — ^Let me see. — 
" Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men desire,** 

\Loc\$ at the goWen casket 
That may be meant 

Of the fool multitude, that choose by show : 
The world is still deceiv'd with ornament. 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 
But, being season'd with a gracious voice, 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion, 
12* 
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What <langeroas error, but some sober brow 

Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the groesness with fair ornament t 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 

Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chin *y 

The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars : 

Who, inward seatch'd, luive livers white as milk 7 

And these assume but valor's countenance. 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 

And you shall see 'tis purchased by the weight ; 

Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making them lightest that wear most of it : 

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 

To a most danperous sea ; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 

To entrap the wisest Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 

Hard food {or Midas, I will none of thee : 

** Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deservesJ" 

[Looks at the sUvpf : 
And well said, too ; for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honorable 
Without the stamp of merit ? 
Oh, that estates, aegrees, and offices, 
Were not derived corruptly ! and that clear honor 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 
How many be commanded, that command ? 
And how much honor, 
Picked from the chaff and ruin of the times. 
To be new varnished ? — ^ Much as he deserves.^^ — 
I'll not assume desert — 
^ Who chooseth me must give and hazard aU he haihJ*^ 

[Looks at the leaden caskt^ 
I'll none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
'Tween man and man : but diou, thou meagre lead. 
Which rather threat'nest, than doth promise aught, 
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence, 
And nere choose I ; Jov be the consequence ! 
Por, How all the other passions fleet to air. 
As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac'd despair, 
And shudd'ring fear, and green-ey'd jealousy. 

love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy. 

In measure rain tny joy, scant this excess ; 

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less, 
For fear I surfeit ! 

Bass, What find I here ? [Opening the leaden casket 
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Fair Portia's counterfeit ? What demi-sod 
Ilath come so near creation ? Here's tSe scroll, 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 

Ycfu that choose not by the view, 
Clumeeatfair, and aioose as true ! 
S^^/kkmrlvne falls to you, 
B9^fkm,and seek no new. 
If you be toell pleas'd loith this, 
Arid hold your fortune for your bliss. 
Turn you where your lady is, 
And claim her with a loving kis§. 

A gentle scroll ; — Fair lady, by your leave : 

I come by note, to give and to receive. [Kissing iter 

As doubtful whether what J see be true. 

Until confirm'd, sign'd, ratified by you. 

For, You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand. 
Such as I am : though, for myself alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my wish. 
To wish myself much better; yet, for vou, 
I would be trebled twen^ times myself; 
A thousand times more mr, ten thousand times 
More rich ; 

That only to stand high on your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends. 
Exceed account : but the full sum of me 
Is sum of something ; which, to term in gross, 
Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'd : 
Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn ; and happier than this. 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 
Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed. 
As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours 
Is now caiverted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants. 
Queen o'er mjrself ; and even now, but now. 
This house, these servants, and this same myself, 
Are yours, my lord. 

Bass, Macfam, you have bereft me of all words 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins. 

Ner, My lord and lady, it is now our time. 
That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper^ 
To cry, good joy ; Good joy, my lord and ladv ! 

Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady, 
I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 
For I am sure, you can wish none from me : 
And, when vour honors mean to solemnize 
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The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you, 
Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bctss, With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife. 

Gra. I thank your lordship ; you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as vours : J' 
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 
You lov'd, I Ibv'd ; for intermission 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; 
And so did mine too, as the matter falls : 
For wooing here, until I sweat again ; 
And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
With oaths qf love ; at last, — if promise last, — 
I got a promise of this fair one here, 
To have her love, provided that vour fortune 
Achieved her mistress. 

Pot, Is this true, Nenssa ? 

Ner, Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal. 

Bass, And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith 7 

Chra, Y'es, faith, my lord. 

Bass, Our feast smdl be much honor'd in your marriage. 

Lorenzo, Jeoica and Salanio, bring a Letter from Antonio to Bassanio, aa^aajat* 
»f him with hu looes, and that the Bond to the Jew is forfeited. Bassanio is strack 
with horror at the tidiags, and determines to leave Portia and proceed immediately to ha 
friend ; Portia insists that the marriage ceremony between them, shall be first solemnized, 
and furnishes him with money more than sufficient to discharge the Bond. 

After the departure of Bassanio and his friends, Portia determines to follow them, and 
assist in saving Antonio from the Jew's malignity. She writes to her cousin •Bellarip, 
who is a Doctor of Law, and requests his advice on the nature of the Bond given by An- 
tonio ; fortified with Bellario's opinion, she goes to Venice, where assuming the disguise 
of a Doctor of Law, or Counsellor, with Neriasa as her clerk, she attends tlie Trial of the 
Merchant 

ACT IV. 

We are now -introduced to the catastrophe of this magnificent Drama— the Trial 
Sonne ;— and taken as an isolated Scene, it stands perhaps the most perfect piece of com- 
position to be found in the whole range of Dramatic writing. 

SCENE I.— Venice. A Court of Justice, 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes; Antonio, Bassanio, Gratlanc, 
Salarino, Salanio, and others. 

Duke. What, is Antonio here ? 

Ant. Ready, so please your grace. 

Duke. I am sony fcr thee : thou art come to answer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From an/ dram of mercy. 
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Ant. I have heard 

\ our grace has ta'en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy's x^^ I do oppose 
My patienctti^idj^V; and am arm'd 
To suffer, ^^^k^Hmess of spirit. 
The very tyranny and raffe of his. 

Duke, Uo one, and caU the Jew into the cotut. 

Salon, He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord. 

Enter Shylock. 

Duke, Make room, and let him stand before our ftee^« 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 
Tliat thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then, 'tis thought, 
Thou'lt show thy mercy and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty : 
And where thou now exact'st the penalty, 
(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh,) 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture, • 

But touch'd with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses 
That have of late so huddled on his back, 
Enough to press a royal merchant down. 
And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint. 
From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train'd 
To offices of tender courtesy. 
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy, I have possess'd your ^ace of what I purpoit | 
And by our holy Sabbath have 1 sworn. 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that : 
But, say, it is my humor ; Is it answer'd ? 
What if my house be troubled with a rat. 
And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it ban'd ? What, are you answer'd yet f 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 
Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat : 
As there is no firm reason to be render'd, 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 
Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 
So can 1 give no reason, nor I will not, 
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More than a lode'd hate, and a certain loathing 

I boar Antonio, Uiat I follow thus 

A losing suit against him. Are you answered ? 

Bass, This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. *. j^. 

Shy, I am not bound to please tliee with 4HMI|b 

Bms, Do all men kill the things they do n^Wm^f 

Sh^, Hates any man the thin? he would not kill ? 

Bass, Every offence is not a hate at first 

Shy, What, would'st thou have a serpent stinff thee twice H 

Am. I pray you, think vou question with the Jew : 
You may as well go stand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 
You may as well use question with the wolf, 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their hiffh tops, and to make no noise, 
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thmg most hard. 
As seek to soften that (than which what's harder 7) 
His Jewish heart: — ^Therefore, I do beseech you. 
Make no more offers, use no further means. 
But, with all brief and plain conveniency, 
Lot me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass, For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats. 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 
I would not oraw them, I would have my bond. 

Duke, How shalt thou hope for mercy, rendering none t 

Shy, What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong 7 
You nave among you many a purchasM slave. 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules, 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 
Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you. 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs 7 
Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season'd with such viands 7 You will answer, 
The slaves are ours : — So do I ailswer you ; 
The pound of flesh, which I demand of him. 
Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I wiU have it : 
If you deny me, fye upon your law ! 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 
I stand for judgment : answer ; shall I have it 7 

Duke. Upon my power, I mav dismiss this courtt 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor. 
Whom I have sent for to determine this, 
^ Come here to-day. 

Salar, My lord, here stays without 
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A messenger with letters from the doctor, 
New come from Padua. 

Duke, Bring us the letters ; call the messenger. 

Bass. Grood cheer, Antonio ! What, man ? courage yet 2 
The Jew shall have msf flesh, blood, bones, and all. 
Ere thou shalt lose U90ie one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 
Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me : 
You cannot better be employed, Bassanio,. 
Than to Uve still, and write mine epitaph. 

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a laivyer^s clerk. 
Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Ner. From both, my lord : Bellario greets your grace. 

[Presents a kUer 
Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly 9 
Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there. 
Chra, Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, 
Thou mak'st thy knife keen : but no metal can, 
No, not the hangman's axe, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 
Gra. O, be thou curs'd, inexorable dog ! 
And for thy life let justice be accus'd. 
Thou almost mak'st me waver in my faith. 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit 
Grovem'd a wolf, for thy de^res 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous. 

Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my bond. 
Thou but oflfend'st thy lungs to speak so loud : 
Repair thy wit, good youth ; or it will fall • 
To cureless ruin. I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A voung and learned doctor to our court : — 
Where is he ? 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by. 

To know your answer, whether you'll admit him. 

Duke. With all my heart : — some three or four of you, 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place.—* 
Meantime, the court shall hear Bellario s letter. 

[Clerk reads.] — Your grace shaU understandy that, at the receipt 
of your letieTy I am very sick: hut in the instant ^lat your messenger 
came^ in loving visitation teas with me a young doctor cf Rome, his 
name is BaWiasar : I acquainted him with the cause in controversy 
letween the Jew and Antonio the merchant : we turrCd oW many books 
together: he is famished with my opinion; which, bettered with his 
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nmn learning, (the greatness whereof I cannot enough commend^, 
comes wiih Mm, at my importunity, to fill up wmr grocers request » 
my stead. I beseech you, let his lack of years be no impedimeni to la 
him lack a reverend estimation; far I never knew so young a bod^ 
with so old a head. I leave him to your gracious acceptance^ whost, 
trial shall better publish his commendation. , * 

Duke. You hear the learned Bellario, what he writes 2 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come.— 

Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 

Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellario ? 

Por. I did, my lord. 

Bvke. You are welcome : take your place. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question m the court ? 

Por. I am inmrmed thoroughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew ? 

Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand fordi ! 

Por. Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy. Shylock is mv name. 

Por. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 
Yet in such a rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. — 
You stand within his danger, do you not ? [Tl AMTOntf 

Ant. Ay, so he says. 

Par. Do you confess the bond J 

Ant. I do. 

Por. Then must the Jew be mercifuL 

Shy. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that 

Por. The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 
It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon tne place beneath : it is twice bless'd ; 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes : 
'Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch bSter than his crown ; 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to awe and majesty, 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; 
But mercy is above this'Bcepter'd sway. 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings. 
It is an attribute to God himself ; 
And earthly power doth then show likest God's 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this — 
That in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much. 
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To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 

Must needs mve sentence 'gainst the merchant there. 

Shy, My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Por, Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

Bass, Yes, here 1 tender it for him in the court ; 
Yea, thrice the sum : if that will not suffice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er, 
.On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart : 
If this will not suffice, it must appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you. 
Wrest once the law to your authority : 
To do a great right do a little wrong ; 
And curb this cruel devil of his wilL 

Por. It must not be ; there is no power in Ven.»ce 
Can alter a decree established : 
'Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the same example, 
Will rush into the state : it cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel t 
O wise young judge, how do I honor thee ! 

Por, I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy, Here it is, most reverend doctor, here it is. 

Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offer'd thesi* 

Shy. An o^th, an oath, I have an oath in heaven : 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ? 
No, not for Venice. 

Por. Why, this bond is forfeit : 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant's heart : — Be merciful ; 
Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy* When it is paid according to the tenor.— 
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge ; 
You know the law, your exposition 
Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law. 
Whereof you are a well-deservinff pillar. 
Proceed to judgment : by my soul I swear, 
•There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

Ant, Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

Por, Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young roan I 

Por, For the intent and purpose of the law 
Haih full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 
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Shy, Tis verj' true : O wise and upright judge ! 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks ! 

Par. Therefore, lay bare your bosom. 

Shy, Ay, his breast : 

So says the bond ; — ^Doth it not, noble judge 7 — 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

Por, It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
The flesh 7 

Shy, I haye them ready. 

Por, Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your charge^ 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

Shy, Is it so nominated in the bond 7 

Por. It is not so express'd ; But what of that 7 
Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Shy. I cannot find it ; 'tis not in the bond. 

Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say ? 

Ant. But little ; I am arm'd, and well prepLr'd— • 
Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For heroin fortune shows aerself mcnre kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use. 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth. 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow. 
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honorable wife : 
Tell her the process of Antonio's end. 
Say, how I loved you, speak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge. 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend. 
And he repents not tnat he pays your debt ; 
For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
I'll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

nass. Antonio, I am married to a wife, 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 
But life itself, my wife, and all the world. 
Are not with me esteem'd above thy life *, 
I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest I love ; 
I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to chaii^ this currish Jew. 

Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back ; 
The wish would make else an unquiet house. 

Shy. These be the Christian husbands : I have a daughter; 



MBBCHANT OP VXIIKS* 2M 

'Would, any of tho stock of Barrabas 

Had been lier husband, rather than a Christian ! [Atid^ 

We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

Por. A pound of that same merchant's flesh \» thine, 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Shy, Most rightful judge ! 

Por, And yon must cut this flesh from off his breast i 
The law allows it, and the court awards it 

Shy. Most learned judge ! — ^A sentence ; come, prepare. 

Por. Tarry a little ; — ^Sere is something else. — 
This bond doih give thee here no jot of bl«)d ; 
The words expressly are a pound of flesh : 
Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Cliristian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto tie state of Venice. 

Gra. O upright judge ! — ^Mark, Jew ;— O leamod judge t 

Shy. Is that the law ? 

Par, Thyself shall see the act ; 

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd, 
Thou shalt have justice, more ^an thou desir'st. 

Gra. O learned judge ! — ^Mai^, Jew *r-A learned jvdge t 

Shy. I take this offer then, — pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass. Here is the money. 

Por. Sott; 
' The Jew shall have all justice ; — soft ; — no haste ; — 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 

Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak'st more. 
Or less, than a just pound, — be it but so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance, 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple : nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair, — 
Thou diest, and all thy ^oods are confiscate. 

Chra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew ! 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the Jew pause 7 take thy forfeiture* 

Shy. Give me my princi^ml, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Pt/r. He hath refus'd it in the open court ; 
He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

Chra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel !— 
I thank thee. Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal 7 
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Par. Thou shalt have nothing bat the foifeitonk 
To be so token at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy, Why then the devU give him good of ii: 
ni stay no longer question. 

Por, Tarry, Jew , 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice,— 
If it be' provM against an alien. 
That bv direct, or indirect atteropbi. 
He seek the Ufe of any citizen, 
The party, 'gainst the which he doth contrive, 
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other hatf 
Comes to the nrivy coffer of the state ; 
And the offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice. 
In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st : 
For it appears by manifest proceeding, 
That, indirectly, and directly too. 
Thou hast contriv'd against the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr'd 
The danger formerly by me rehears'd. 
Down, therefore, aiid Mg mercy of the duke. 

Qra. Beg that thou may'st have leave to hang diynf*: 
And yet, thy wealth beinff forfeit to the state. 
Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 
Therefore, thou must be lumg'd at the state's charge. 

Duke, That thou slialt see the difference of our B^pak, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it : 
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's ; 
The other half comes to the general state, 
Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

Por, Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 

Shy, Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that : 
You take my house, when yon do take the prop 
That doth sustain mv house ; you take my ufe. 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Por, What mercy can you render him, Antonio ? 

Crra, A halter gratis ; nothing else ; for Heaven*o sake. 

Ant: So please my lord the duke, and all the court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods ; 
I am content, so he will let me have 
The other half in use, — to render it. 
Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter ; 
Two things provide :1 more, — That for this favor, 
He presently become a Christian ; 
The other, that he do record a gift. 
Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd 
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 
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Duke, He shall do this ; or else I do recant 
The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 

Por. Art thou contented, Jew, what dost thou say ? 

Shy, I am content. 

Por, Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy, I pray you give me leave to go from hence : 
I am not well ; send the deed after me, 
And I will sign it. 

Dvke, Get thee gone, but do it. 

Chra, In christening, thou shalt have two godfathers ; 
Had I been judge, thou shonld'st have had ten more. 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. {Eocit Shtlock. 

Dvke, Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 

Par, 1 humbly do desire your grace of pardon ; 
I must away this night toward Padua, 
And it is meet, I presently set forth. 

Dvke* I am sorry, that your leisure serves not. 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 
Foi, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[^Exeunt Duke, Magnificoes, cmd Train, 

The interest of the Play ends with the delivery of Antonio, and the punishment of 
8hylock{ t}ie fifth Act is occnpied in explanations which naturally follow between the 
Isadiof omtcten, giowinf oat of the disgnJMw asraniBd by Portia and Kerioo. 
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**11m ftofy •fKiag Lear aad his three dftii)fbten, is foand m Hohnsbed's Chroiiier«; 
■ad was origiamny told by Geafiiy of Monmoath, who says that liear was the eldest soa 
tf Bladad, aad * nobly ffovenied his eoaatry for sixty }'ean.* Aceordin; to that his 
torfaa. ba died aboat 800 yean before Christ. Shakspeare has talcea the hmt finr tfaa 
bdiaTior of the steward, aad the reply of Cordelia to her fkther ooaceming her fatare mar- 
riaga. froBi tkt JVfrrer of JUagiitratet^ 1587. Aoeordia; to Steeveas, the episode oi 
Gloelaraad his sons ii bonowed from Sidaey's JtrcadU," 

Macbeth, Othdio, Hamlet, aad Lear, are placed by geaeral coasent as first in the UH* 
•f Bhakspeare*s iaspired creations, bnt to the character of L ear, is yielded the me-emin^ ce. 

It is perhape the most wonderfb. dramatic conception on mcorA, We have en- 
deavored to faMorporate into oar selectJoas, the entire devek^mient of this extraordiaarf 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— A Room of State in King Lear's Palace. 

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goxeril, Regan, Cordelia, 
and Attendanto. 

Lear, Attend the lords of France and Burgundy Glostor. 

Glo, I shall, my Uege. [Eocit Gloster &> EDMxnni. 

Lear, Mean-time we shall express our darker purpose. 
Give me the map there. — ^Know, that we havd divided. 
In three, our kingdom'': and 'tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our ase ; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, whue we 
Unburdeird crawl toward death.— Our son of Cornwall, 
And you, our no less Ipving son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to-^publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy^ 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court nave made their amorous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. — ^Tell me, my dau^ters, 
(Since now we will divest us, both of rule. 
Interest of territory, cares of state,) 
Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ? 
That we ouy largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most challenge it. — Goneril, 
Our eldest-bom, speak first. 

Cron, Sir, I 

Do love you more than words can wield the matter 
Dearer tnan eye-sight, space and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honor : 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable ; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor, What shall Cordelia do ? Love, and be silent. • [Asi^ 

Lear, Of all these bounds, even from this line to this. 
With shadowy forests and with champains rich'd. 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads. 
We make thee lady : To thine and Albany's issue 
Be this perpetual. — ^What says our second daughter. 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Speak. 

Reg, I am made of that self metal as my sister, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find, she names my very deed of love ; 
Only she comes too short, — ^that I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys. 
Which the most precious square of sense possesses ; 
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And find, I am alone felicitate 
In yoar dear higfaness' love. 

Car. Then poor Coidelia ! ^ AsicEe. 

And yet not so ; since, I am eare, my lore's ^ 

More richer than my ton^e. 

Lear, To tliee, wid thine, hereditary ever, 
Remains this ample third of our fair mngdom ; 
No less in space, validity, and i^easure. 
Than that confirmed on Goneril. — Now, onr joy, 
AHhongh the last, not least ; to whose yomig love 
The vines of France, and milk of Bur^iuidy, 
Strive to be interessM ; what can yoo say, to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak. 

Cor, Nothing, my lord. 

Lear, Nothing? 

Cor, Nothing. 

Lear, Nothing can come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor, Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majes^ 
According to mv bond ; nor more, nor less. 

Lear, How, how, Cordelia 7 mend your speech a little 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor, Good my lord. 

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I 
Return tfiose duties back as are right ^ 
Obey you, love you, and most honor you. 
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 
They love you, all ? Haply, when I shall wed, , 
That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall carry' 
Half my love with him, half my care, lUid duty ! 
Sure, I shall never numy like my sisters, 
To love my father all. 

Lear, tint goes this with thy he^ ? . 

(kr. Ay, good my lorj.- 

Lear, So young, and, so untender 7 

Cor, So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear, Let it be so* — ^Thy truth then be thy dower : 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 
The mysteries o(,Hecate, and the night ; 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom, we do exist, and cease to be ; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a stranger to my heart and me ^ 

Hold thee, from this, for ever. • 

Kent, Good my liege^— 

Lear, Peace, Kent ! , 

Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest 
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<>n her kind nursery.* Hence, and avoid my «*.giit ! 

So be my ffrave my peace, as here Iffive [To Cordelii. 

Her father's heart from her ! — Call France ; — ^Who stirs ? 

Call Burgundy. — Cornwall, and Albany, 

W^ith my two dauffhters' dowers digest this thiiri . 

Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her. 

I do invest you jointly with my power,- 

Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 

That troop with majesty. — Ourself,^ by monthly course, 

With Reservation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode 

Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 

The name, and all the additions to a king ; 

The sway, revenue, execution of the rest, 

Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm, 

Phis coronet part between you. [Ovoing the crcvnu 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honor'd as my king, 
Lov'd as my fiither, as my master foUow'd, 
As my great patron thought on in my prayers, — 

Lear. The bow vs bent and drawn, make from the shaft. 

Kent, Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly, 
When liCar is mad. What would'st thou do, old man ? 
Think'st thou, that duty shall have dared to speak, 
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness honor's bound. 
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom ; 
And, m thy best consideratidn, check 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment, 
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 
Reverbs no hollowness. 

Lear. Kent, on thy Kfe, no more. 

Kent. My Kfe I never heW but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it, 
Thy safety being the motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Kent. See better, Loar ; and let me still remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear. Now, by Apollo,— 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 

rhou swear'st thy gods in vain 

Lear.' O, vassal ! miscreant ! 

[Laying his hand on his swonL 
^Alh. Com. Dear sir, forbear. 

Kent: Do ; . / 

Kjll thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift ; 

. 13 
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Or, whilst I can vent clamor from my throat, 
ni tell thee thou dost evil. 

htar. Hear me, recreant I -^ 

On thine allegiance hear me ! — 
Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow, 
(Which we durst never yet,} and, with strainM pride, 
To come betwixt our sentence and our power ; . 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Our potency made good« take thy reward. ~ 

Five days do we allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world ; 
And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back < 

Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following, 
Tny banish'd trunk be found in our dominionB, 
The moment is thy death : Away ! by Jupiter, 
This shall not be revok'i ' 

Kcni, Fare thee well, king ; since thus thou wilt appear, 
FS«edom lives hence, and banishmenti^ here.— > 
The ^s to their dear shelter take thee, maid, \To Ccmidbua* 

That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said !— > 
And your large speeches may your deeids approve, 

[To Regan oTiif Ckmsiuu 
That good efTects may spring from words of love. — 
ThtfsKent, O princes, bids you all adieu : 
Hell shape his old course in a country new. \Kx\t 

Re-^nier Gloster : toUh Fkakce,. BirRGxnn)Y, and Attendants. 

Olo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 

Lear, My lord of Burgundy, 
We first address towards you, who with this king 
Hath rivall'd for our daughter ; What, in the least, 
Will you require m present dower with her. 
Or cease your quest of love ? 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness oflfer^d. 
Nor will you tender less. 

jLeor. Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to ua, we did hold her so ; 
But now her price is fall'n : Sir, there she stands ; 
If aufirht within that little, seeming substance. 
Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd. 
And nothing more may fttly like your grace. 
She's th^ and she is yours. 

Bur* I know no answer ' 

Lear. Sir, 
Will you, with those infirmities she owes, 
. .Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curse, and strangerM with our oath, 
Take her, or leave her ? 
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Bur. Pardon me, royil sir ; 

Election makes not up on such conditions. 

JLear, Then leave her, sir ; for, by the power that made me, 
I tell you all her wealth.— .For you, great king, [To France. 

3 would not from your love make suoi a stiay, 
To match you where I hate ; therefore beseech you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way. 
Than on a wretch whom nature is asham'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France, This is most strange t 

That she, that isven but now was your best object, 
The argument of your [Hraise, balm of your age, 
Moat besty most dearest, shoukl in this trice of tiine 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle' 
So many foMs of favor ! Siure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree. 
That monsters it, or your f<n^vonch'd affection 
FaU into taint: which to believe of her, 
Must be <a faith, that reason without miracle . . ' , 
Could never plant in me. 

€hr, ' .,1 yet beseech your majes^, 

(If for I want that glib and oily art, 
To speak, and purpose not ; ance what I weU intend, 
111 do't before I speak,) that you make known 
It. is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 
No unchaste action, or dishonor'd step. 
That hath deprived me of ^our graee and favor : 
*But evert for want of that, for which I am richer; . 
A stUl soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
That I am gladl have not, though not to have it, "^ , 
Hath lost me in your liking. ' 

Lear, Better thou 

Hadst not been bom, than not to have pleas'd me better* 

Frajwe, Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature. 
Which often leaves the history unspoke, 
That it intends to do ? — ^My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady ? Love is not love 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof ^rom the entire point! WiU yon have iier ? 
She is herself a dowry. 

'Bur, ■ Royal, Lear, 

Give but that portipn which yourself propos'd, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sorry then, you have so lost a father. 
That yoa must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy I 
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^nce that respects of foitiiiie are his }w% 
I shall 2^ be his wife. 

/Vojicc. Faireit ConWia, that art most rich, hdistr poor*. 
Mtost choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis'd ! "^ 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : . 
Be it lawful, I take np what's east away. . 
Gods, gods ! 'tis strange, that from their cold'st neffleet ^ 

My love should kindle to infiamM respect 

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance* 

Is queen of us, of otirs, and our fiur France : 

Not all the dukes of waterish Baigundy 

Shall buy this nnpriz'd procioua nuud of me.*— . 

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though uftkuid | 

Thou loee«t here, a^better where to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her be thme 5 torve 
Have no such daughter^ nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again :— Therefore be gone. 
Without our grace, our love, our beniwib 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Corhwall, Alsmmw 

KV^>.- n-j r « Gloster, and Attendaubf 

France. Bid farewell to your sistwe. «««« 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults as they are nam'd.. ^se well our father : 
1 o your professed bosoms I commit him : 
But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace, 
1 would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

Oon, Prescribe not us our duties. 

"d/* * s. . , . ' Let your study 

^, to content your km! ; who hath receiv'd fou 
At fortune s alms. You have obedience scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Oor. Time shaU unfc'd what plaited cunning bides: 
Who covers faults, at last shame them deridesf 
Well may you prosper ! 

^^'^^ Come, mv feir Conielia. 

[Exeunt Frakce otkI.Ccmldelia. 

^Confining o««Ive, lo the midn incide.t, connected with the story of Lear -ik 
^P"/ !^^S:l" "" "•^'"^ .^P^ ^ ^' "«*''» •^ ^ «-d- plot 

uaJe':f"Sr:::ik"L'L^^ ^ ''^'^'^ TaPe^-K, under t^ 
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SCENE lY^A Hall in the Duke of Albany'^ Palace 
Enter Kent, disguised, 
Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow, 
That can my 8peech diffuse, my good intend 
May cany through itself to that full issue 
Fot if^ch 1 raz'd my likeness. — Now, banish'd Kent, 
If thott eaiist serve where thou dost stand condemn'd, • . 
(So may it come !) thy master, whom thou lov'st, 
Shall find thee full of labors. 

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants. 

Lear, Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get it ready. — [Exit 
an Attendant.] — How now, what art thou ? 

Kent. ■ A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess ? What would'st thou with us ? 

Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to serve him truly, 
that wiU put me io trust; to love him tliat is honest; to converse 
- with him that is wise, and says little; to fear judgment; to fight, 
when I cannot choose ; and to cat no fish. 

Lear. What art thou? 
. Kent.. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as the king. 

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for a king, thou art 
poor enough. What would'st thou ? 

Kent. Service, 

Jjcar. Who would'st thou serve ? • 

Kent. You. 
. Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your countenance, which I 
. would fain call mast^. 

Lear. What's that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What services cmst thou do ? , - 

"Kent, I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a, curious tale in 
telling it, and deliver a irfain message bluntly ; that which ordinary 
men are fit for, I am qualiiied in : and the best of me is dilig^ice. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for singing ; nor so old 
tu dote on her for any thing : I have years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt serve me ; If t like thee no worse , 
after dinner, I will "hot part from thee yet. — ^Dinner, ho, dinner.— 
Where's my knave ? my fool ? Go you, and call my fool hither ; 

*' £n/cr Steward. 

You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter ? . 

Stew. So please you, — [Exit, 

Lean "What seys^ the Mow them? Call die clbdpoll baofc.— 

Where's my fool^ ho?-^I Uunk the world's adeep.-*-How now? 

Where's that mcMogrel ? . ' 

Knight. He says, my loid, your daughter is ii«t well. / 



9f70 8HAKSPSARIAN READER. 

htar. Why came not the shtve back to me wh^ I called himt 

Knight, Sir, be answerM me in the roundest manner, he woidd 
not 

hear. He would not ! 

Knight, My lord, I know not what the matter is; but, to my 
judgment, your highness is not entertained yinlh tint oeremonioaa 
affection as yon were wcmt ; .there's a ffreat abatement of kindness 
appears,'as well in the general depenckints, as in the duke himself 
also, and your daughter. 

Lear.'lbi ! say'st thou so ? 

Knight, t beseech you, pardon me, D\y lord, if I be mistaken : for 
my duty cannot be silent, when I think your highness is wrong'd. 

Loot, Thou bu^ remember'st me of mine own conception ; I have ^ 
perceived almost (hint neglect of late ; which I have ratner blamed as 
•nine own jealous curiosity, than as a very pretence and purpose of - 
unkindness : I wUl further into't. — ^But where's my fool ? I have ' 
not seen him this two days. 

Knight, Since niy young lady's gcnng into France, sir, the fool 
hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that ; I have noted it well. — Go you, and tell 
my daughter I would speak with her. — Go you, cau hither my 
lool. — 

Re-^nier Steward. 
O, you sir, you sir, come you hither : Who am I, sir ?, 

Stew, My lady's father. 

Lear, My lady's father ! my lord's knare : you dog I you slave ! 
you cur ! 

Stew, I am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you, pardon me. 

Lear, Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? [Striking him. 

Stew, I'll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither ; you base foot-ball player. 

[ Tripjnnff up his heels 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and ril love thee. 

Kent, Come, sir, arise, away ; I'll teach you differences ; away, 
away: If you will -measure your lubber's length again, tarry : but 
away : go to ; Have you wisdom ? so. [Pushes me Stewsuxl ouL 

hear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : there's earnest of . 
thy service. [ Giving Kent money. \ 

Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him too ; — ^Here's my coxcomb. 

[Giving Kest hts cap, 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave ? how dost thou ? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, fool ^ 

Fool. Why ? For taking one's part that is out of favor : Nay, ai3 
thou canst not smile as' the wind sits, thou'lt catch cold shcStly: ^^ 
There, take my coxcomb ; Why, this fellow has banish'd two of his 
daughters, and did the third a blessing against his will ; if thou fol- ' 
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low him, thou must needs wear my coxcomb.-.-How now, (iunclel 
'Would I had two coxcombs, and two daughters 1 
Lear, Why, my boy ? 

Fool, If I gave them all my living, Fd keep my coxcombs myself: 
There's mine ; beg another of thy daughters. 
Lear. Take he«l, sirrah ; the whip. 

Focil, Truth's a dog that must to kennjel ; he must be whipp'd out, 
when Lady, the brach, may stand by the fire. 
Lear, A pestUent gall to me ! 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee li speech. J ' 

Lear. Do. ^ 

Fool. Mark it, nuncle : — *^ . 

Have more than thou showest. 
Speak less than thou knowest, 
Lend less than thou owest, 
' Ride more than thou goest, 
Leani more than thou trowest. 
Set less than thou throwest ; 
And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 
Lear. This is nothing, fool. 

Fool. Then 'tis like the brea:th of an unfee'd lawyer ; you gave 
me nothing for 't : Can you make no use of nothing, nuncle ? 
Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of nothing. 
Fool. Pr'y thee,^ tell him, so much the rent of his land comes to ; 
he will not believe thee. [To Kent. 

'Lear. A bitter fool ! 

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, between a bitter 
fodl and a sweet one? 
Lear. No, lad ; teach me. 
FooZ. That lord, that counsell'd thee 
* To give away thy land, - 

Come place him here by me, — 

Or do thou for him stand : 
The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear ; 
The one in motley here, 
' The otiier found ou^ there, • - ■ 

Lear. Dost thou call me a fool, boy ? 
*' Fool. Al? thy other titles thou hast given away ; that tliou wast 
"bom with; * t 

Ke^U. This is not altogether fool, my lord. ^ 
\y. Fool. Thou hadst little wit in thy- bald crown, when thou gavest 
thy golden one away. If I speak like myself .in this, let him bo 
v^ whipp'd that first finds it so. * 

Fools had ne'er less grace in a year ; [Singings 

For loise men are groum foppish ; 
/ ■ And know not how their wits, to icear, 

Their manners are so apish. 
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Xioor. When were you wor I to be so full of songs, sirrah ? 
FocL I have used it, nunck;, ever since thou madest thy daughters 
thv raother. 

Then they for sudden joy did loeep, [Singing, 

And I for iorrow sungy 
That such a king should play ho-peep, 
And go th: fools among. 
Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach thy fool to lie; 
I would fain learn to lie. 
Jjcar, If you lie, sirrah, we'll have you whipp'd. 
Fool, I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters are : they'll have 
me whipp'd for speaking true, thou'lt have me whipp'd for. lying- ; 
and, sometimes, I am whipp'd for holding my neace. 1 had rather be 
any kind of thing than a fool : and yet I would not be thee, nuncle ; 
thou hast pared thy wit o' both sides, and left notliing in the middle • 
Here comes one o' tlie parings. 

Enier Goneril. 

Lear\ How now, daughter ? what makes that frontlet on ? Mc- 
thuiks, you aro too much of late i' the frown. 

Gon, Not only, sir, this your all-licens'd foot . s 

But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be^endured riots. Sir, 
I had thought, by making this well known unto yon, 
To have found a safe redress : but now grow fearful, 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done, 
That you protect this course, ana put it on 
By your allowance ; which, if you should, the fault 
Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep ; 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal. 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 
' Lear. Are you our daughter ? 

Gon. Come, sir, I would you would make use of that good wis 
dom whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away these disposi- . 
tions, which of late transform you Irom what you rightly are. 

Lear. Does any here know me ? — Why this is not Lear : docs 
Lear walk thus ? speak thus ? Where are his eyes ? Either hia 
notion weakens, or his discernings are lethargied. — Sleeping or 
waking ? — Ha ! sure 'tis not so. — Who is it that can tell me vvno I 
am ? — Lear's shadow ? I would learn that ; for by the marks of 
sovereignty, knowledge, and reason, I should be false persuaded I 
had daugliters. — Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Gon. Come, sir : 
This admiration is much o' tlie favor 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright : 
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As yoa are old and reverend, you should be wise 2 

Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires ; 

M6n so disorder'd, so debauch'd and bold, 

That this our court, infected with their manners. 

Shows like a riotous inn more 

Than a grac'd palace : The shame itself doth spedc 

For instant remiedy : Be then desir'd 

"By her, that else will take the thing she begs, 

A. little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall stiU depend, 

To be such, men as may bescnt your age, 

And know themselves and you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils !-»- 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together. — 
Regenerate viper ! I'll not trouble thee ; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people ; and your discpde^'d n±bks 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 
'■ Lear, Woei that too late repents, — O, sir, are you come ? 
Is it your will ? — [To Alb.]— Speak, sir.— Prepare my horses I 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend^ 
More hideous, when thou show'st thee in a child, 
Than the sea-monster ! ' 

Alb, Pray, sir, be patient 

Lear. Detested kite ! thou liest: [To CmMXiL. 

My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 
* That all particulars of duty know ; 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name.-^0 most small fault, . 
How ugly didst :hou in Cordelia show ! 
Which, like an, engine, wrench'd my frame of nature 
From the fix'd place ; drew from my heart, all love. 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear i 
. Beat at this gate, ^t let thy folly in, [Striking his heau. 

And thy dear judgment out ! — Go, go, my people* 

AU), My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

Lear. What ! fifty of my followers, at a clap. 
Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. Whdt's the matter, sir ?. 

Lear. Fll tell thee ; — ^Life and death ! I am asham'd 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus : [To GojrsBii« 
That these hot tears, which brealc from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them. — Blasts and fogs upon thee 1 
The untented woundlhgs of a father's curse 
Pierce every sense about thee ! — Old fond eyes, 
Boweep this cause again, I'll pluck you out • 

13* 
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And cast you, with the Wtttors that yon k»e, 
To temper clay : — ^Ha t is it come to tlus ? 
Let it be 80 : — Yet have I left a daagfater, 
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable ; 
When she sbnll hear this of thee, with hen 
She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt j 
That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off for ever ; tiiou shalt, I warrant thee. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kert, OTii Attendanta 

ACT II. 

Lear dkputtAm Krat to the eoait of the Duke of Cornwall, to annonnce his ititeiitk» 
•f takisf «p U« reiideBoe with hii daOffater Regan. The Dnke and his wife are at tlw 
Castle of Gloster, where they are fonHd by Kent. The staidy old man fchastises tho 
iasoleaoe of a senritor of Goneril's, and is placed in the Mocks, by the order d' Rega» ' 
Lear, not fiadittf Regan at her own oaslle, seeks hier at the Dnke of 61ostei*s. 

SCENE— 5e^ Gloster's Castle. 
Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear, 1^ strange, that they diould so depart from home, 
And not send back my messenger. 

Gent, As I leam'd, 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
i)f this remove. 

Kent, Hail to thee, noble master ! 

Lear, How! 
Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime t 

Kent, No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha ; look ! he wears cruel garters ! Horses are tied by 
the heads ; dogs, and bears, by the neck ; monkeys by the loins, and 
men by the legs. v 

Lear. What's he, that hath so much thy place mistook' ^ 
To set thee here ? 

Kent, It is both he and she, 

Your son and daughter. 

Lear, No. 

Kent, Yes. 

Lear, No, I say. 

Kent, I say, yea. 

Lear, No, no ; they would not. ' 

Kent, Yes they have. 

Lear, By Jupiter, I swear, no. ^ 

Kent, By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do't ; 
They could not, would' not do!t ; 'tis worse than murdep* • ' >■ 
To do upon respect such violent outrage : 
Resolve me, with all modest' haste, which way 
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TThoii mi^ht'st deServe, or they impose, this usage, 
Coming worn us. 

KerU. My lord, when at their home 

• 1 did commend your highness' letters to tfaSem, 
Ere I was risen from tne place that show'd 
'^My duty kneeling, came tnere a reeking post, 
Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril his mistress, salutations ; 
- Deliver d letters, spite of intermission, 
' Which presently they read : on whose contents 
They summon'd up their meiny, straight took horse ; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks : 
And meeting here the other messenger. 
Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine, 
(Being the very fellow tiiat oC late 
Display'd so saucily against your highness,} 
Having more man than wi( about me, drew ; 
He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries : 
' Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

Fool Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese fly that way. 
Fathers, that wear rags, 
Do make their children blind; 
But fathers, that bear bags, 
. Shall see tiieir children kind. 
But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolors for thy daughters 
as thou canst tell in a year. 

' Lear, O, how this mother swells up toward my heart ! 
Down, thou climbing sorrow, thy element's below i 
Where is lliis daughter ? 

Kent, With the earl, sir here within. 
Xiear. Follow me not ; 

fc^tay here. \ [Exit, 

Gent. Made you no more offence than what you speak of? 
Kent, None. 
How chance the king comes with so small a tnun ? * 

Fool, An thou haSst been set i' the stocks for that question, thou 
nadst well deserved it. 

Kent, Why, fool? . 

Fool, We 11 set thee to school to an pr.l, to teach thee there's no 
laboring in the winter. All that fellow tfieir noses are led by their 
eyes, but blind men. Let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs 
dou^n a hill, lest it break thy neck with following it ; but the great 
one that goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When a wise 
man gives th<5e better copnsel, give me mine again : I would have 
Done but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it. 

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain, 
And follows but for form,- 
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Will pack, when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the stonn. 
But 1 will tarry ; the fool will stay, 

And let the wise man fly : 
The knave turns fool, that runs away ; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 
Kent. V^^ere learn'd you tliis, fool ? 
FooL Not ;* the stock's, fool. 

Re-erUer Lear, wiih Gloster. 

Lear, Deny to speak with rae ? They arcLsifik ? they are weary T 
Tliey have travelled hard to-night ? Mere fetches 
The images of revolt and flying off 1 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo, My dear lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the duke 
How unremovable and fix d he is 
In his own course. 

Lear, Vengeance! plague! death! confusion!—* 
Fiery? what quality? why, Gloster, Gloster, 
I'd speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

Glo, Well, my {rood lord, 1 have inform'd them so. 

Lear, Inform'd them ! Dost thou understand me, man ? 

Glo, Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. Tho king would speak with Cornwall ; the dear father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her service : 

Are they inform'd of this ?^ My breath and blood I — 

Fiery ? the fiery duke ?— Tell the hot duke, that— 

No, but not yet : — ^may be, he is not well : 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office. 

Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves, 

When nature, being oppress'd, commands the mind , 

To suffer with the body : I'll forbear ; 

And am fallen out with my more headier will, 

To take the indispos'd and sickly fit 

For the sound man. — Death on my state ! wherefore 

[Lockmff on Keki 
Should he sit here ? This act persuades me, 
Tliat this remotion of tlie duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth : 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd speak with them. 
Now, presently : bid tkem come forth and hear me. 
Or at their chamber door I'll beat tlie drum. 
Till it cry— Sleep to death. ■ . 

Glo. I'd have all well betwixt you. [Exk 

Lear, O me, my heart, my rising heart !— but, down. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and Servants. 
Good morrow to you botli. 
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Com, Hail to your grace ! 

[Kent is set at liberty 

Reg. I am glad to see your highness. 

Itear, Regan, I think you are ; I know what reason 
I have to think so : if thou should'st not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb. 
Beloved Regan, 

Thy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unKindness, liKe a vulture, here,^- 

{Pointsloliu'>ieain. 
I can scarce speak to ihee ; thou'lt not believe. 
Of how deprav'd a quality — O Regan ! 

R^. I pray you, sir, take patience ; I have hope, 
You less know how to value her desert, 
Than she to scant her duty. 

Lear, Say, how is that ? 
: Re^, I cannot think, my sister hi the least 
Woufd fail her obligation : if, sir, perchance, . 
She have restrain'd the riots of your followers, 
'Tis on such gronnd, and to such wholesome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear, My curses on her ! 

R^f O, sir, you are old , 

NkiuJre in you stands on the very verge 
• Of her confine : you should be rul'd, and led 
Bjr.some discretion, that discerns your state 
.Better than you yourself: Therefore, I pray you, 
Tliat to our sister you do make return : 
Say, you have wrong'd her, sir. 

Lear, Ask her forgiveness ? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house ? 
Dear daughter , I comfess that I am old ; 

Age is unnecessary : on my knees I beg, . [Kiieelii^ 

That youHl vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food, 

Reg, Grood sir, no more ; these are unsightly tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear, Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train ; 
Look'd black upon me ; struck me with her tongue, 
Mos* serpent-like, upon the very heart : — 
All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ungrateful top ! Strike her young bones. 
You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Com, Fye, fye, fye ! 

Lear, You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty. 
You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, 
To fall and blast her pride ! 

Reg, O thp blest gods! 
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80 will yoa wish on me, when the rash mood's oq. 

Lear, No, Re^n, thou shall never have mjr curee ; 
Thy tender-hef)^ nature shall not give 
Thee o*er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, bnt thine 
Do comfort, and not bum : *Ti8 not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train. 
To Eandy haiay words, to scant my sizes. 
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in : thou hotter know'at 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o' the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg, Good sir, to the purpose. 

\Trwmf€t» vMxft 

hear. Who put my man i' the stocks X 

Com. What trumpet's thatt 

£r^ Steward. 

R^, I know't, my sister's : this approves her letter. 
That she would soon be here. — ^Is your kidy come ? 

Lear, This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows :— 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Com, What means your grace ? 

Lear, Who stockM my servant ? Regan, I &ve good hope 
Thou didst not know of 't — Who comes here ? O, heaveoB, 

Enter Goreril, 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 

Allow obedience, if yourselves are old. 

Make it your cause : send down, and take my part ! — 

Art not asham'd to look unon this beard ? — [To GmiBEai; 

O, Regan, wilt thou take ner by the hand ? 

Gon, Why not by the hand, sir ? How have I ofiended ? 
All's not offence, that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms sa 

Lear, 0, sides, you are too tough ! 

Will you yet hold ? — ^How came my man i* the stocks t 

Com, 1 set him there, sir : but his own disorders 
Deserv'd much less advancement. 

hear. You ! did you ? 

Rrs, I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 
If, tilfthe expiration of your month. 
You vdll return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me ; 
I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Jjear Return to her, and fifty men dismissed ? 
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No, rather I abjure all roc^s, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o' the air ; 
To be a comrade wit)i the wolf and owl, — 
^feceaeity's sharp pinch ! — Return with her ? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took • 
Ojslt youngest born, I could as well be brought 
.^To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life afoot : — Return with her ? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
'To this detested groom. [Looking on the Steward 

OoTL At your choice, sir. 

Lear, I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mads 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : ' 
^e'U no mwe meet, no more see one another : — 
^ But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ; 
Or, rather a disease that's in my flesh, 
Which I must needs call mine ; thou art a boil, 
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle. 
In my com4)ted blood. But I'll not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 
- I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : 
Mend, when thou canst ; he better, at thy leisure : 
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 
I,\nd my hundred knights. 

. Reg. Not altogether so, sir; 

y % look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome : Give ear, sir, to my sister; 
i^oi- those that mingle reason with your passion 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 
But she knows what she does. 
. > Lear. Is this well spoken ^low ? 

R^, I dare avouch it, sir : What, fifty followers ? 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many ? sith that bom charge and danger 
Speak 'gainst so great a number 7 Mow, in one house^ 
^^lould many people, under two commands, 
Hold amity ? 'Tis hard ; ahnost impossible. , 

Cron. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance, 
From those that she calls servants, or from mine ? 

Reg, Why not, my lord ? If then they chanc'd to slack von, 
We could control them : If you will come to me, , 
(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty ; to no more 
Will I give place, or notice. 

Lear, I gave you all — 

Reg, And in good time you gave it 

Lear, Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow'd 
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With such'^a number : What, must I como to you " . 

With five and twenty, Hegan ? said you so ? 

Reg. And speak it again, my lord ; no more with ma<. 

Lear, Those^ wicked creatures yet do look well favor'd, . 
When others are more wicked ; not being the worst, 
Stands in some rank of praise : — ^I'U go with thee ; [ To GtiiifiEiL 
Thy fifty -yet doth double five and twenty. 
And thou art tnvice her love. 

Qan, Hear me, my lord \ 

What aieed you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you 7 

Reg, What need one 7 

Lear. O, reason not the need : our basest b^p^iara 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : ' . 

Allow npt nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beast'a : thou art a lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous,, 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeoiu wear's!, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. — ^But, for truo need. 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need ! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man» 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 
If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much ^. 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ! 
O, let not woman's weapons, water-drops. 
Stain my man's cheeks ! — No, you unnatural hags, 
I will have such revenges on you both, 
That all the world shafl — ^I will do such things, — 
What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall li^e 
The terrors of the earth. You think, I'll weep, 
No, I'll not weep : 

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred, thousand flayvs, . 
Or ere I'll weep : — O, fool, I shall go mad ! 

[£a;eun^ Lear, Qlost££, KzKT jne? Fool 

Com, 1st us withdraw, 'twill be a storm. 

\Siorm "heard at a disiamx 

Res, This house 

Is lit& ; the old man and his people cannot 
Be well bestow'd. 

Gon, 'Tis his own blame ; he hath put 
Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly. ' ' 

Reg, For his particular, I'll receive him gladly. 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpoo'd. 

Wliere is my lord of Gloster 2 
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Re-enter Glcs^er. 

CoTTL FollowM the old man forth : — ^he is retum'd. 

Glo. The kiflg is in high rage. 

Com. ' Whither is he. going ? 

Glo,. He calls to horse y but will I know not whither. "^ 

Com, 'Tis best to give him way ; he leads himself. 

Gon, My lord, entreat him by no means to stay/ , ' . 

Glo, Alack, the niglit comes on, and the bleak winds. 
^ Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles fiout 
There's scarce a bush. 

Reg, O, sir, to wilful meo^ 

The injuries^ that they themselves procure. 
Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors ; 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 
- And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. 

Com, Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild night : 
My R^gan counsels well': come out o' the storm. Exeunt 

ACT III. 

Lear, cast ofT by his pitiless danghteis, wanders distracted tfarongh the coaatry, aceom 
panied by his faithful Fool. Kent is released, and immediately proceeds in seardi of hit 
R»yaJ master. 

SCENE. — A Heath, A storm is heard, with thunder nnd lightning, 

. Enter Lbah, and Fool, 
Lear, Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! Wow ! 

You cataracts, and hurricanoea, spout . " 

Till you have drerich'd our steeples ! 

You sulphurous and thought-executing fires. 

Vaunt couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts. 

Singe my white head ! And thou, all shaking thunder, 

Strike flat the thic^ rotundity o* the' world ! 

Crack nature's moulds, all germins''' spill at once, 

That make ingrateful man ! 
Fool. Good nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters' blessing ; here's a 

night pities neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear, Rumble thy bellyfull ! Spit, fire ! spout, rain I 

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, 

I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 

You owe me no subscription ; why then let fall 

Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave^ 

A poor, infirm, weak, and dospis'd old man : — 

* Seeds begun to sprout. 
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Bat yet I call von servOe ministeTs, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 

Your high engendered battles, 'gainst a head 

So old and white as this. O ! O ! *tis foul !~ 

No, I will be the pattern of all patience, I will say nc thing 

Enter Krtht. 

Kent, Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love night. 
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves : Since I was man, 
Such sheets of fire, such hursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads^ 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice : Hide thee, thou Moody hand ; 
Thon peijur'd, and thou sunular man of virtue * 
Caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practis'd on man's life !— Close pent-up gmlts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. — ^I am a man. 
More sinn'd against, than sinning. 

Kent, Alack, bare4ieadcd ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; " 

' Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest ; 
Repose you there : while I to this hard house, 
(More hiard than is the stone whereof 'tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you. 
Denied me to come h),) return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear, My wits begin to turn.— 

Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy ? Art cold ? 
I am cold myself. — ^Where is this straw, my fellow ? 
The art of our necessities is strange. 
That can make Tile things precious. Come, yoror hovel, 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 

PooL He thai has a little tiny wit^ — 

With height ho, the tmnd and the rain^ — 
Must make content tdth his fortune Jit; 
For the rain it ratneth every day, . # 

I^ar, True, my good boy .—-Come, bring us to this hovel. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, ayid Fool 
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£df»r escapes from the ponoit of his Father, and assumes toe disgmise of a '* Tom 
of Bedlam/' or madman. He finds shelter on the deserted Ileath, to which Leir has 
wandered. He enoonnters the Kin;. The assumption of madness by Edgar contrasts 
ymtj strikingly with the real insanity of Lear, in the two following soenes. 

SCENE.— A Part of the Heath, with a Hovd. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent^ Here is the place, my lord ; good r y Iwd, en'er : 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. [Slorm stUL 

Lear. Let me alone. 

KenL Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear, Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent, Vd rather break mine own : Grood my lord, enter. 

Zjear,, Thou think'st 'tis much, that this contefitious storm 
Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is fix'd, 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the T&ging sea, 
Thou'dst meet the bear i' the mouth. . When the mind's frec» 
The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else. 
Save what beats there. — ^Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand, 
For lifting food to't ? — Biit I will punish home >— 
No, I will weep no more. — In sucn a night 
To ?hut me out !— Pour on ; I will endure :-^ 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril !— 
Your old kiim father, whose frank heart gave all,—* 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 
, No more of that, — 

Kent, Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own jase ; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more.— But I'll go m : 
In, boy ; go first. — [ To the Fool.]— You houseless poverty,— 
Nay, get U^ee in. I'll pray,' and then Fll sleep.— [Fool goes in, 
Poor naked wretches,- wheresoe'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these ? O, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 
That thou may'st shake the superflux to them. 
And show the heavens more just. . [Tom ! 

Edgtf^,— [Within.]— iPtxthom and half, fathom and half! Pooi 

[The Fool runsotU of the hove!. 
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J^W. CooM not HI here, tmele, her&^i a spirit VbAp mo, Kdp 
net 

Kent. Give me Ay hand.— Who's there ? 

Fool, A spirit, a spirit ; he says hia name's poor T<»n. 

Kent. Wliat art ihou that dost grumble there i' the straw ? 
Come forth ' 

Enter ISdgar, disguised as a madman. v 

E^. Away ! the foul fiend follows me I — 
Tnrough the sharp hawthorn blows tlie cold wind.- - 
Uwnph ! go to thy cold bed and warm thee. ' ^ . 

Lrot. Hast thou given all to th/'two daughters*? 
And art thou come to this ? . , 

Eldg. Who gives any thing to poor IVmi T whom the foot flem! ' 
hath fed throng firs and tiirmigh name, thfoog^ ford and winrlpool, 
over bog %ak qoagmirs; that hi^ hdd knives nnder his pillow, &]pd 
halters in his pew ; set ratsbsne by his porridge ; mode him porood 
of heartj to ride on a bay trotting horse over fosNinch bridges, to 
course his own shadow for a traitor :— Bless tiiy five wits! - Tern's' 
a-cold. — Bless thee from whirhvindB, star-blasting, and taking ! Do 
poor Tom soow charity, whom the foal fiend V8xe&: There eooM 1 
nave him now, — and thne^— and theie^ — and there agaan, aad there. 

[Storm eontinttesi 

Lear> What^ have his dimghters brmigbt him to this pase ? — 
Could*8t thou save nothing ? Didst thou give them all ? y 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had all been ashamed^ 

Lear. Now, all the plagirea that in the pendulons asr 
Hang fated o'er men's iamts, light on thy daughters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdtt'd nature 
To such a' lowness, but his unkmd daughters.—- .^ 
It is the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have tliis little mercy on their fiesh ! ' • 
Judicious punishment ! 'twaa tins flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. ' . ' 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to foold and madmea^ 

Edg. Talte heed o' the foul fiend: Obey thy parents; keep ^ thy 
word justly; swear not; set not fhy swoet heart on, proud array :' 
Tom's a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been ? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind; that curled. my 
h&ir ; wore gloves in my cap ; swore as many oaths aS' t spako . 
words, and broke them in. the sweet face of heaven. . 

^ [Storm stiU eontinnes. 

Lear. Why, thou wert better in thy grave, than to answer with 
thy uncovered bodv this extremity of the skies. — Is man no more 
than this ? Consider him well : fton owest the worm no eOk, the 
beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no perfume : — ^Ha 1 hete'a 
"hree of us are sophisUcated ! — ^Thou art the thing itself: onacoom- 



lONe LEAS. ^186 

modated man is no moreJbut such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou 
art. — Off, off, you lendings : — Come ; unbutton here. — 

[Tearing off ru8 dotlies. 
Fool, Pi^ythee, nujicle, be contented ; this is a naughty night to 
swim in.— Look, here comes a walking fire. 

Gloster is moved to pity the wrongs inflicted on his royal master. He incurs the A'»- 
pleasure of Cornwall and Regan, is dispossessed of his Castle, and follows ic : :;rsnlt of 
Xear. 

- ^ Enter Gloster, loith a torch. 

Lear. What's he? 
, ' Kent: Who's liiere ? What is't you seek ? 

Glo. What are you there ? Your names % 

Etig.VooT Tom ; that eats the swimming. f^og, the toad, the tad- 
pole, the wall-newt, and the water ; who is whipped -fi^om tvthsng to 
tything, and stocked, punished, and imprisoned ; who hath had t&ee 
suits to, his back, six shirts to his body, horse to ride, and weapon to 
wear. 

But mice, and rats, and such smalt deer, 
Have been Tom's Jfood for seven long year, 

•Beware my follower : — Peace, Smolkin ; peace, thou fierd t 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ? 

Edg, The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
Modo he's call'd, and Mahu. 

Glo. Our flesh and. blood, my lord, is gv>wn so vile^ 
That it doth hate what gets it. 
^ ' Edg, Poor Tom's a-cold. 

Glo, Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey all yotir daughters' hard commands : 
Thougn their injunction be to bar my doors, 
Atid let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
Yet have I ventured to come seek you out, 
And bring you where both fire and wood is ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher:— 
What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer ; 
(Gro into the house. 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned Thcban : — 
What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin, 
't Lear, Let me ask -you one word in private. 

Kent* Importune mm once more to go, my lord, 
His wits begin to UQsettle. 

Glo. Canst thou blame him ? 

IE» daughters seek his death : — Ah, that good Kent ! — 
He said it would be liins : — Poor banish'd man ! — 
Thou say'st the king grows mad : 111 tell thee, friend, 
I'ttOialmost mad myself;.! had a son, ' . * 
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Now oatlawM from my Wood :, he aonght my Hfe, 

Bot lately, very late ; I lovM him, friend,— 

No father his eon dearer: true to tell thee, [8ia:m eoni mu ta i 

TheffriefhathcrazMmy ^its. What a night' j this ! 

I do beseech your grace. 
Lear, ' O, cry you mercy, 

Noble philottwher, your company. 
Edg. Tomsa-cold. 

Oh. In, fellow, there to the hovel : keep theejwaini, 
Lear, Come, let's in all. . .* 

Kau. This way, my lord.^ . 

Lear. With him ; 

I will keep still with my philosopher. - 

Kent. Good my lord, soothe hmi; let him t&ke tl^ fellow. ^ ' 
Oto. Take you him on- x 

Kent Snrah, come on; go along with us. ' 

Lear, Come, good Athenian. - 

Olo, No words, no words : 

Hush. 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower earner ' . ' 
His word was still, — Fie,foh, andfum^ 
Ismellihebloodof a British man, \ExeuML 

SCENE VI. 
A Chamber in a FcmmrHouse^ a^'oining the Castle. ^ 
Enter Glostee, Lear, Kent, Fool, an4 Edgab. 

Oh. Here is better than the open airi taloB it thankfully : I w^ 
piece out the comfort with what additk)n I can :. I will . not be loog 
nom you. , ^ . 

Kent. All tlie power of his wits has given way to his JmpatieQce : 
—The gods reward your kindness ! '[Eant GtosTEit. 

Edg, Frateretto calls me ; and tells me, Nero is an angler in the 
lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and beware the foul fi^w 

Fool, Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a nu^man be a gentle 
man, or a yeoman ? 

Lear, A king, a king ! 

Fool, Ko : he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to his son ; Ua 
he's a mad yeoman, that sees his son a gentleman before him. 

Lear. To have a thousand ^with^ red burning spits 
Come hizzing in upon them : — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. * 

Lear, It shall be dcme, I will arraign them straight : — ^ 

Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ;— ^— [To Edqjle; 

Thou, sapient sir, sit here. — [To this Fool.] — Njw, you she foxes !— 

^dg. Look, where he stands and glares ! — 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, mac'am ? 
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Come oW the bourn, Bessy, to me ;— 
Pool. Her boat hath a leak, 
And she must not speak 

Why she dares not come over to thee. 
Kent, How do you, sir ? Stand you not so amazM : 

* Will ypnMe down and' rest upon the cushions ? 

Ztear. I'll see their trial first : — ^Bring in the evidence.— 
^ "^^oi; robed man of justice, take thy place ; — [To Sdoaa. 

* ''And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, [To the FcoL 
. Be^cb by his side : — ^You are of the commission, [7b Kekt. 

Sit you toow 
^ Edg. Let us deal justly. 

steepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd? 
Thy sheep be in. the com; 
" \'- . And-for one blast of thy minikin mouthy 
■ f, Tliy sheep shall take no harm. 

Pur ! the cat is gray. "• ' 

Lear. Arraign her first : 'tis Gbneril. I here take my oath.beforo 
tins honorable assembly, she kicked the poor king her father. 
; Pool, Come hither, mistress ; Is your name Goneril ^ 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fook Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint stool. 

Lear. And here's another, whose warp'd looks proclaim 
> What store her heart is made of. — Stop ner there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire !— Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer,^why hast thou let ner 'scape ? 

Ed^. Bless thy five wits ! 
. Kmt, O pity !— Sir, where is the patience now, 
^ That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 

Ed^. My tears begin to take his part so much, 
TheyTl mar my counterfeiting. ' \Aside 

liar. The little dogs and all, 
Tr^, Blandi, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at me, 
,^ Edg. Tom will throw his head at them : — ^Avaunt, you curs! 

' Be thy mouth or black or white, 

' \ Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 
^' Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim, 

Hound, or spaniel, brach, or lym ; 
Or jwbtail tike, or trundle-tail ; ♦ 

^ Tom will make them weep and wail : 

, -. ' For, with throwing thus my head : 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

. Do de, de de. Sessa. Cpme, march to wakes and fairs, and market 

towns : — ^Poor Tom, thy hom is dry. 
Lear, Then let them anatomize Regan, see wliat breeds about her 

heart : Is there any cause in nature^ that makes these hard hearts 1 
, —You, sir, I entertain you for one of my hundred ; only, I do not 
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like the fashion of your garments: yoa will say,. they are Plsrsian 
attire ; but let them be changed. [To Edgar. 

J^nt, Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest awhile. 

Lear, Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the curtains : So, so, 
eo : We'll go to supper i' the morning : So, so, so. 

Fool. And m go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

OUk Come hither, friend : Where is the king my m^ter 9 
KerU» Here, sir ; but trouble him not, Ms \^t8 are gooe, 
Qlo. Good friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy arms ; 

I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him : 

There is a litter rea^y \ lay him ih't, 

And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou shalt me<^ 

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master ; 

If thou should'st dally half an hour, his life. 

With thine, and all ^at offer to defend him. 

Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up ; 

And follow me, that will to some provision 

Give thee quick conduct. 
Kent. ' Oppress'd nature sleeps :— i* 

This rest might yet have balm d thy broken senses. 

Which, if convenience will not allow. 

Stand in hard cuife.— Come, help to bear thy master ; 

Thou must not stay behind. [To ^ Fool. 

Glo, Come, come, away. 

[Exeunt Kent, Gloster, aiid the Pool, hearing offlhS Knta,- 
Edg, When we our betters see bearing oar woes. 

We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 

Who alone suffers, suffers most i' .the mind ; 

Leaving free thingfs, and happy shows, behind : 

But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip. 

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 

How light and portable my pain seems now. 

When that, which makes me bend, makes the king bow ; 

He childed, as 1 father'd ! — Tom, away : 

Mark the high noises : and thyself bewray, 

When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee. 

In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 

What will hap more to-night, save 'scape the king J 

Lurk, lurk. ... [Exit. 

ACT IV. 

Regan and Cornwall issue orders to Edmund to seek put his Father, and bring him 
back to the Castle. Gloster is overtaken, and is punislied fothis conHnis^ration towards 
the King, by the loss of his eyes. In (his state he is carried back to the Heath, and is there 
•Qtonnteted by his Son Edgar. 
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SCENE.!.— T^Hefl/ft. 
Enter Edgar 
' . Edg, Yet better thus, and known to be ccmtemn'd. 
Than still contenan'd and flatter'd. To be worst, 
Tlje lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune 
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear : 
The lartnentable change is from the best ; 
The worst returns to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace ! 
Tlie wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst, 
Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes here ?— 

Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led ? World, world, O world I 
^ut that thy strange mutations make us hate thee, 
^ Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your tenant, and s%m 
father's tenant, these fourscore years. 

Gld, Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone : 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man, Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 

QIq, \ have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 
I stumbled when I saw : Pull oft 'tis seen. 
Our meai) secures us ; and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. — Ah, dear sou Edgar, . ' 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! . • 

Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
rd say, I had eyes again ! 

Old Man. How now ? Who's there ? 

Edg, [Aside. J O gods ! who is't can say, I am at ^ wont f 
I am worse than e'er I was. 

Old Man, 'Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. [Aside.] And worse I may be yet: The worst is no^ 
So long as we can say. This is the worst. 

Old Man, Fellow, where goest ? 

Oh, Is it a beggar man ? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too^ 

Glo. He has some reason, else he could not beg. 
P the last night's storm I such a fellow saw ; 
Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with mm. 

Edg, ■* How should this be ? 

Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow, 
Ang'ring itself and others. — [Aside.'] — Bless thee, master I 

Glo. Is that the naked ffeilow ? 

Old Man, Ay, my lord. 
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Olo, Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone! If, Tot my ratke, 
Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 
r the way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 
And bring some covering for this naked soul. 
Whom I'll entreat to letm me. 

Old Man, Alack, sir, he's mad. 

Glo. 'Tis the times' plagiie when madmen lead the blind; 
Do as I bid thee; or rather do thy pleasure ; 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I'll bnng him the best 'parel that I have, 
Come on't what will. [ Bxft, 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Toiu's i-cold. — I cannot daub it further.. [Aside, 

Glo, Come hither, fellow. 

Edg, [Aside.\ And yet I must — Bless thy swx^t eyes, they 
bleed. 

Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way, and foot-pavh Poor Tom - 
hath ^n scared out of his good wits: Bless the good man from the 
foul fiend ! . . 

Glo. Here, take this purse, thon whom the heaven^s plagues 
Have humbled to ail strokes : that J am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier : — Heavens, deal so still ! 
Let the superfluous, that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your po^•'C^• quickly ; 
So distfibution should undo excess. 
And each man have enough. — ^Dost thot; know Dover ? * . 

Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. There is a cliflTy whose high and benOing head 
. Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 
firing me but to the very brim of it. 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear. 
With something rich about me : from that placo 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg, Give me thy arm ; 

Px)r Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt^ 

Edfat, fttil! anknown to his father, lead* him to a spot whiol \iA hcanf folly describes as 
. Wii^; Dover CiiHs. ' 

The whole soeneis ^zqnisitdy wrought up. 

, SCENE Vl.-^The Couniry near Dover, 

Re-enter GtLOSTER, and Edgar dressed like a peasant^ 

Glo. When shall we come to the top of that same hill ? . 
Edg. Y(^u do climb up it now : look how we labor. 
Gh. Methinks, the ground is even. 
Edg. ^ Horrible steep : 

Hark, do you hear the sea ?• 

Glo. No. trulv. 
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Er^. Why, fjen your other senses grow- imperfect 
By your eyos' anguish. 

Glo. So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks, thy voice is alter'd : and thou speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter, tlmn thou dicfst. 

Edg. You are much deceived : in nothing am I chang'd, 
But in my gayments. 

Glo, Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edff. Come on, sir : here's the place ; — stand still — Haw fearful 
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! - 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade i , 

Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head : 
Tbe fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice ; and yon tall anchoring bark ^ 
Diminish'd to her boat, her boat a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : The murmuring surgB, 
That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high : — I'll look no more, 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple'down headlong. 
' Glo. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your hand : You are now within a foot 
, Of tlie extreme verge :' for all beneath the moon 

Would I not leap upright. - . 

.' ixlo. Let go my hand: 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Weil worth a poor man's taking : Go thou further off; 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee gdng. 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. iSeewi to go* 

Glo; With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair, 
Is done to cure it. 

Glo. O you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce ; and, in your sights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposejess wills. 
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should • ^ 

Bum itself out. If Edgar lives, O, bless him ! — 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He leaps, and falls along. 

Edg. Gone, sir? farewell.— 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft : Had he been where he thought, 
By this, had th mght been past. — Alive, or dead ? 
F^, you sir ! friend ! — Hear you," sir ? — speak ! 
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Thos might he pass indeed : — ^Yet he revives : 
What are you, sir ? , 

Olo, Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer, feadiers, air 
So many fathom down precipitating, 
Thou hadst shiver'd like an egg : but thou dost breathe ; 
Hast heavy substance ; bleedst not ; speak'st; art sound. 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude. 
Which tfiou hast perpendicularly fell ; 
Thy life's a miracle : Speak yet again; 

Olo, But have I fallen, or no ? » 

Edg, From the dread summit of this chalky bourn : 
Look up a-height ;— the shrill-gorg'd lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard i do but look up. 

Olo. Alack, I have no eyes. — 
Is wretchedness deprived that benefit, 
Tc end itself by death ? *T was yet some comfort, 
When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage, 
And frustrate his proud will. "^ * 

Ec^. Give me your arm : 

Up : — So •, — ^How is't ? Feel you your legs ? You stai d. 

Olo, Too well, too well. ' . • 

Edg. This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o' the cliff, what Uiing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Oh, A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg, As I stood here below, methought, his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 
Horns whelk'd, and wav'd like tlie enridged sea ; 
It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the clearest gods, who make them honors 
Of men's impossibilities, have preserv'd thee. 

OU). I do remember now : henceforth I'll bear 
Affii'*tion, till it do cry out itself. 
Enough, enmighy and die. That thing you speak of, 
1 took it for a man ; often 'twould say, 
The fiend, the fiend: he led me to that place. 

Edg, Bear free and patient thoughts. But who comes here % 
Enter Leab,, fantastically dressed up withjlcfwers. 
The safer sense will ne'er accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear, No, they cannot touch me for coining : 
I am the king himself. 

. Edg. O thou side-piercing sight! 

Lear, Nature's above art in that respect. — Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet mirjoram. 

Lear. Pass. 

Olo. 1 know that voice. 

Leot Ha ! Gop«ril ! — with a white beard ! — They flatter'd me 
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like a dog ; and told me, I had white hairs in my beard, ere the black 
ones were there. To say ay and no, to every thing I said ' — ^Ay and 
no too was no good divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, 
and the wind to make me chatter; when the thunder would not 
peace at my bidding ; there I found them, there I smelt them out 
Go to, they are i^ot men o' their words : they told me I was every 
thing ; 'tis a lie ; I am not ague-proof. 

6r/o." The trick of that voice I do well remember : 
Is't ijot the king ? 

Lmt, Ay, every inch a king : 

When I do stare, see how the subject quakes. 
I pardon tliat man's Hfe. . 
• Glo, *0, let me kiss that hand ! 

Lear. Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality. 

Glo, O ruin'd piece of nature ! This ^eat world 
Shall so wear out to nought. — Dost thou Know me ? 

Lear, I remember thine eyes well enough. — Read thou this cha* 
lenge ; mark but the penning of it. 
^ Glo. Were aU the letters suns, I could not see one. 

Edg, I would not take this from report ; — ^it is, 
And my heart breaks at it 

Lear. Read. 

Glo. What, with the case of eyes ? 

Le^r. O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes in your r^ead, nor 
no money in your purse? Your eyes are in a heavy case, yo'" 
purse in a light Yet you see how this world goes. 

Glo. I see it feeUngly. 

Lear. What, art mad^ A man may see how this world goes, 
with no eyes. Look with thine ears : see how yon' justice rails upon 
yon! simple thief. Hark, in thine ear : Change places ; and, handy- 
dandy, which is the justice, which is the thief? — ^Thou hast seen n 
Tarmer's dog bark at a beggar ? 
- Glo. Ay, sir ? 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ? 
There thou might'st behold the great image of authority: a dog'* 

obeyed in office.— 
Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear ; 
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all, Plate sin with gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 
Ann it in rags, a pigmy's ^traw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none. I say, none ; Pll able 'em : 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not.— Now, now, now, now ; 
. Pull off m} boots : — harder, harder ; so. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix'd ! 
Reason \n madness ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyea. 
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I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloeter : 
Thou must be patient ; we came ciying hitherr 
Thou know*8t, the first time that we smell the air. 
We wawl, and cry : — I will preach to thee ; mark me. 

Glo. Alack, alack, the day ! 

Lear. When we are bom, we cry, that we are come 

To this great stage of fools ; ^This a good block ?— 

it were a delicate strattq^m, to shoe 
A troop of horses with felt : I'll 'put it in proof; 
Aud when I have 8tf)lon upon these sons-in-law, 
Tlicn, kiU, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enler a Gentleman, unih Attendants. 

GenL O, here he is ; lay hand upon him. — Sir, , 
Your most dear daughter 

Lear. No rescue ? What, a prisoner ? I am even 
The natural fool of fortuite. — Use me well; 
You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon, 
I am cut to the brains. 

Geni. You shall have any thing. 

Lear, No seconds ? all myself? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt, 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots, 
Ay, and for laying autumn's dust. 

Gent, Good sir, — 

Lear, T will die bravely, like a bridegroom ; What ? 
I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king, 
My masters, know you that ? 

Gent, You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Thea there's life in it. Nay, an you get it, yon shall get 
it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. [Exit running; Attendants /o/^oto. 

CordeKft leanu the niinataral trMttment her Father hat received from R^an and Gom- 
enl, and proceeds with her hntband, the Kin;; of France, and a numeroos array, to rescna 
Lear, and pani^h her sisters. 8be -finds the' wretched old King, in great miseiy, and ' 
•ntirely bereft of reason. He is conveyed to the French camp. 

SCENE.— A TerU in the French Camp.— Lear an a Bed^ asleep; 
Physicians, Gentlemen, and others attending. 

Enter Cordelia, arid Kent. 

Cor, O thou good Kent, how shall I live, and work, 
To. match thy gowlness ? My life will be too short. 
And eveiy measure fail me. 

Keni. To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o'erpaid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth ; 
Nor more, nor clippM, but so. 
^^^' Be better suited : 

These weeds are memories of those worser hours ; 
I prVthee, put them off. 

•^^^« Pardon me, dear madam; 
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Yet to be known, shortens my made intent ! 
My boon I make it, that you .know me not, 
'Till time and I think meet. 
• Cor. Then be it. so, my good lord." — How does the king ? 

[To the Physician 
' Phys. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor, O you kind gods, 
Cure this great breach in his abused nature ! 
The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up, 
Of this child-changed father ! 

Phys, . So please your majesty, 

Thj^t we may wake the king ? he hath slept long. . 

X^or. Be goyern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
r the sway of your own will. Is he array 'd ? 

Gent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep. 
We put fresh garments on him. 

Pays, Be by, good madam, when we do awake him ; 
I douDt not of his 'temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

Phys, Please you, draw near. 

Cor. O my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent. Kind and dear princess ! 

Cof. Had you not been their father, these white flakes 
Had challengd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos d against the warring winds ? 
To stand against the deep dread-fi)]ted thunder ? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick, cross-lightning ? to watch (poor perdu !) 
With this thin helm ? Mine enemy's dog, 
Though he had hit me, should have sto5l that nigh 
Against my fire ; And wast thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel tnee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
In shorty and musty straw ? Alack, alack ! 
*Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. — ^He wakes ; speak to him. 

Phys, Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest. 

'Cor, How does my royal lord ? How fares your majesty ♦ 
. Lear. You do me wong^ to take me out o'the grave :-^ 
' Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor, Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear, You are a spirit, I know ; When did you die ? 

Cor. Still, still, far wide ! 

Phys. He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile. 

Lear, Where have I been ? Where am I ? — Fair daylight?— 
i 4m mightily abns'd. — ^I should even die with pity, 
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To see another thus. — ^I know not what to say.— 

I will not swear, these are my hands : — ^let's see 

I feel this pih prick. 'Would I were assured 

Of my condition. , ' 

Cor, O, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me ;» 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear, Pi^y> clo not mock me ; 

1 am a very foolish fond old man, 
Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 
I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks, I should know you, and know this man ; 
Yet I am doubtful ; for I am mainly ififnorant 
WhiU plac§ this is : and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laugh at me * 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor, And so I am, T am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? Yes, 'faith. I pray> ^e^p not z 
If you have poison for me, I will drink it 
I know, you do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 
You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

• Leaf. Am 1 in France ! 

Kent, In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear, Do not abuse me. 

Phys. Be comforted, good madam ; the great rage. 
You see, is cur'd in him : and yet it is daiiger 
To make him even o'er the time he has lost. 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more, 
Till further settling. 

Cor. Will't please your highness walk % 

Lear, You must h3fc with mf 

Pray now, forget and forgive : I am old, and foolish, 

[Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, and Attend 

ACT V. 

' Lear k reitored to reason, and aided by the forces of Fran«4, stakes war agaiutt t!>« 
Dnkes of Cornwall and Albany, whose armies are led on by Bdround, created by tluiK 
Earl of Gloster. The King, and Cordelia are defeated, and made prisoners. 

SCENE,— The British Camp Uoar Dover. 

Enteri in conquest^ with drum and colors, Edmunb ; Lear, and Coa^ 
DELIA, as prisoners. ; Officers, {Soldiers, <i^. 
Edm' Some officers take them away : good guard ; ' 

Until their greater pleasures first be kr.owa v . 

That are to censure them. 
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Cor. We are not the first, 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr'd the worst. 
For tiiee, oppressed king, am I cast down ; 
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown.-" 
Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters ? 

Lear, No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison : 
We. two alone will sing like birds i' the cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down, 
And ask of thee forgiveness : ^ we'll live. 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news ; and we'll talk with them too,— . 
Who loses, and who wins ; who^s in, who's out •— 
And take upon us the mystery of things, 
As if we were Heaven's spies : And we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones, • 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themselves throw incense. Have I cau^t thee ? 
He t&it parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes; 
They shall not make us weep : we'll see them starve first 
Come. [Exeunt Lear, and Cordelia, guarded^ 

Leaf and his dangbter are conveyed to Prison, and orders are given by Albany t4 
bang Cordelia. 

PunisQinent now overtakes the gailty Regan and Goneril. In pursaing theia cnlaw 
^ fol fove towards Edmund, Regan, through jealousy, poisons her sister, and then dies by 
■ . her own hand. 

. .Edmund receives the reward of his crimes from Edgar, who challenges him to single 
" aombat and slays him. Gloster is reconciled to bis son, and the Play ends with the deoib 
^Lear. 

; SCENE.— A Pris(m. 

Enter Lear, vnth Cqrdell^ dead an his arms; Edgar, Officev, 
and others, 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl >: — O, you are men of stones ; 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd tlse them so 
Tnat heaven's vault should crack : — O, she is gone ifor e rer !— 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
'fehe^s dead as earth :^— Lend me a looking-glass ; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why, then she lives. 

K*mt, Is this the promis'd end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror ? 
'Lear. This feather stirs ; she' lives! if it be so, 
..It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever 1 have felt. ^ 

K^. O my good master ! , [Knee'Hng' 
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lAor. Pr'yJiee away. 

l^, 'Ti8 noble Kent yor.r friend 

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
I might have sav'd her ; now she's gone for ever ! — 
Conielia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 
What is't thou say'st 1 — Her voice was ever soft, 
Gentle, and low : an excellent tiling in woman :— 
I kiird the slave that was a hanging thee. 

Off, •Tis true, my lords, he did. 

J tear. Did I not, fellow t 

I have seen the day, with my good biting falchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 
And these same crosses spoil me. — Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are none o' the best :— I'll tell you straiffht 

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated^ 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight : Are you not Kent ? 

Kent. The same. 

Your servant Kent : Where is your servant Caius 1 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He'll strike, and quickly too : He's dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord ; 1 am the very man ; — ' 

Lear. I'll see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else ; all's cheerless, dark, and dead, jr.— 
Your eldest daughters have fore-doom'd themselves, 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd ! No, no, no life : 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 
And thou no breath at all ? O, thou wilt come no nore. 
Never, never, never, never, never ! — 
Pray you, undo this button : Thank you, sir — 
Do you see this ? Look on her, — ^look, — ^her lips, — 
Look there, look there !— [He{ 



MIDSUMMEE-.NIGHT'S BREAM. 



' This Pl«y i» considered by the oritios to have " all the merit ef entiie originality of 
9.ot and incident'* The traditions of aH Europe and the East, famished the leading 
'dea of fairy character, wliile classical and mythological history has been drawn npon foi 

he.heroical personages. 

Onr selections from this brilliant poetical composition, are confined to the action of 
the Drama, as connected Mrith the " princely loves " of Theseos ynd Hippolyta, and tba 
Athenian Lovers. The bnmorons ander-plots we are anwillingly oompelM t« omit from 
want 'of space. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Theseus, Duke of Athens. 
Eqevs, father to Hennia. 

Philostbate, master nf the reveU to Thewit. 

Quince, the carpenter. 

Snug, the joiner. 

Bottom, the weaver. 

Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Snout, the tinker. 

Starveling, the tailoi 

HiFPOLYTA, Queen of the Amazons, betrothed to Thesenib 
Hermia, daughter to Egeus, in love with Lysander. 
Helena, in love with Demetrius. 
Oberon, king of the fairies. 
TiTANiA, queen of the fairies. 
Fuck, or Robin-goodfellow, a fairy. 
Peas-blossom, Cobweb, Moth, Mustard-seed, fairies. 
Fyramus, Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, Lion, characters in the In« 
terlude performed by the Clowns. 

Other Fairies attending their King and Queen, 
Attendants on These^os and Hippolyta. 

SCENE,— Athens; and a Wood not far from it 



800 SHAKSPEARIAN RFADBR. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Athens. A Roam in the Palace of Theseus, 
Enter Theseus, Hiffoltta, Philostrate, and AttendantB. 

r.^ie. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Arot'jer moon ; but, oh, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires. 
Like to a step-dame, or a dowager. 
Long withenng out a young man's revenue. 

Jlip, Four days will quickly steep themselves in nigfats ; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 
And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
Now bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our sdemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals. 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. — | Exit PmiiisnuTB 
Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword, 
Ana won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 
But I will wed thee in another key, 
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

Enter Eseus, Hermia, LYSAira>ER, and Dbmbtrius. 

Effe, Happi be Theseus, our renowned duke ! 

The. Thanks, good Egeus : What's the news with thee ? 

Ei^e. Full of vexation come T, with complaint 
Against iny child, my daughter Hermia. — 
Stand forth, Demetrius ;— 3M[y noble lord, 
This man hath my consent to marry her :-* 
Stand forth, Lysander ; — and, my gracious duke, 
This hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child : 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes; 
And interchanged love-tokens with my child : 
Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung. 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love ; 
And stol^ the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats ; messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth : 
With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's hearty 
Tum'd her obedience, which is due to me. 
To stubborn harshness : — And, my gracious duke, 
Be it so she will not here before your grace 
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Consent to mairy witfi Demetrius, 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens ; 
As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 
Which shall be either to this gentleman, 
Or to her death ; according to our law, 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Hermia ? be advis'd^ fair maid: 
To you your father should be as a god ; 
One that compos'd your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax. 
By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a worthy genUeman. 
Her, So is Lysander. 
The, In himself he is : 

But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice, 
The other must be held the worthier. 

Her, I would, my father look'd but with my eyes. 
The, Rather your eyes must with his judgment look. 
Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 
I know not by what power I am made bold ; 
Nor how it may concern my modesty, 
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts : 

But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befal me in this case, 
If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The, Either to die the death, or to abjure 

For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires, 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood. 

Whether, if vou yield not to your father's choice. 

You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd. 

Chanting taint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 

Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 

But earthher happy is the rose distill'd. 

Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn. 

Grows, lives, and dies, in ^single blessedness. 
Her, So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord. 
The. Take time to pause ; and, by the next new moon, 

(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 

For everlasting bond of fellowship,) 

Upon that day either prepare lo die. 

For disobedience to yoqr father's will ; 

Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would : 

Or on Diana's altar to protest. 

For aye, austerity and single life. 
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Denu Relent, Kweet Hermia ;— AndfliystDder, yield 
Thv crazed title to my certain right. 

Lyt. Yon have her father's love, DemcCriw ; 
Let me have Hermia's : do yon marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lysander ! true he hath my love ; 
And what is mine my love shall render him ; 
And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate onto Demetrius. 

Lys. I am, mv lord, a^r well deriv'd as he. 
As well possessed ; my love is more than his ; 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd. 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius ; 
Ana, which is more than all these boasts can be, 
I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia : 
Why should not I then prosecute my ri^ t 
Demetrius, Til avouch it to his head. 
Made love to Neda's daughter, Helena, 
And won her soul ; and she, swe^ kufy, dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 
Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 

The. I must confess, that I have beard so mnch. 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof* , 
But, being over-full with self-affiurs. 
My mind did lose it. — But, Demetrius, come ; 
And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 
I have some private schooling for you both.— 
For vou, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To nt your fancies to your father's will ; 
Or else the law of Athens yields you up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate,) 
To death, or to a vow of single life. — 
Come, mv Hippolyta ; What cheer, my love t 
Demetrius, and £geus, go along : 
I must employ you in some business 
A^inst our nuptial ; and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

Ege» Wim duty, and desire, we follow you. 

[Exeunt Thes. Hip. Eoe. Dbic. and trmm 

Lys, How now, my love ? Why is your cheek so pale 7 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 

Her, Belike for want of rain ; which I could weU 
Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Ltfs, Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever bear by tale or history, 
The course of true love never did run smooth : 
But either it was different in blood. 
Or else misgrafted, in respect of years : 
Or else? (t stood upon the choice of friends : 
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Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 
War, death, or sickness, did lay siege to it j 
Making it momentarv as a sound, 
S-v^ft as a shadow, snort as any dream ; 
Brief as the lightning in the col lied* night, 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold I 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 
So quick bright thinss come to confusion. 

Her. If then true lovers have been ever croes'd. 
It stands as an edict in 'destiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Because it is a customary cross ; 
As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, and mghs, 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's followers. 

I/ys. A good persuasion ; therefore, hear me, Hennia 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child ; 
From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 
And she respects me as her only son. 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ; 
And to thai place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us : If thou lov'st me then, 
Steal forth tny father's house to-morrow night , 
And in the wood, a league Without the town, 
Where I did meet thee (Mice with Helena, 
To do observance to a mom of May, 
There will I stay for thee. 

Her, My good Lytsander ! 

I swear to thee by Cupid's strongest bow ; 
By his best arrow with the golden head ; 
By the simplicity of Venus' doves ; 
By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves ; 
By all the vows that ever men have broke, 
In number more than ever woman spoke ; — 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
^o-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Lys, Keep promise, love.: Look, here comes Helena 

ErUer Helena. 

Her, God speed fair Helena ! Whither away ? 

Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves you fair : O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are load-stars ; and your tongue's sweet air. 
More tunable than lark in shepherd's ear, 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching ; O, were favor so ! 
* BlMk. 
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Yours would I catch, fair Hemiia, ere I go ; 

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye. 

My tonffue should catch your tongue's sweet melody; 

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 

The rest Til five to be to you translated. 

O, teach me how you look ; and with what art 

You sway the motion of Demetrius* heart. 

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

HeL O, that your frowns would teach my smiles such skill I 

Her. I give him curses, yet he gives me love. 

Hel, O, that my prayers could such affection move ! 

Her, The more I hate, the more he fdlows me. 

HeL The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Her, His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Hel, None, but your beauty ; 'Would that £iiult weie nune ! 

Her, Take comfort ; he no more shall see my face ; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. — 
Before the time I did Lysander see, 
Seem'd Athens like a paradise to me : 
O then, what graces in my love do dwell, 
That he hath tum'd a heaven unto heU ! 

Lys, Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : , 

To-morrow night when Phcebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat'ry glass, 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 
{h time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens' gates have we devis'd to steal. 

Her, And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose beds were wont to lie, 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet ; 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet : 
And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes, 
To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfellow ; pray thou for us, 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! — 
Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
From lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight. [Eaeii HiJUl. 

Lys, I will, my Hemiia. — ^Helena, adieu : 
As you on him, Demetnus dote on you ! [Kxk Lra 

Hel. How happv some, o'er other some can be 
Through Athens 1 am thought as fair as she. 
But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 
He will not know what all but be do know. 
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes, 
So I, admiring of his qualities. 
Things base and viie, holding no quantity, 
Love can transpostjto form and dignity. 
L«ve looks not waR the eyes, but with the mind ; 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind. 



MIDSXTMMER-inGHT's DBBAM. ^^ 

Nor hath love's mind of any jodgment taste : 

Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd. 

As waggish boys in games themselves forswear, 

So the fcy Love is perjur'd every where ; ^ 

For 'ere Efemetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne,* 

He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine ; 

And when thjs hail some heat from Hermia felt. 

So he dissolv'd, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight : 

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 

Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense : 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither, and back again. EjnJd 

ACT II. 

SCENE I.— A Wood mar Athens. 

£rUer a Fairy at one door, and Puck at another 

Puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
Fau Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander every where. 

Swifter than the moones sphere ; 

And I serve the fairy queen. 

To dew her orbs upon the green : 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy favors. 

In those freckles live their savors : 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 
Farewell, thou lobf of spirits, I'll be gone : 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 

Puck, The king doth keep his revels here to-nig)tt| 
Take heed, the queen come not within his sight. 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 
Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy stol'n from an Indian king ; 
She never had so weet a changeling : 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild : 

* Ejret. t A tenn of oontMnpU 
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Bat ih*?, perforce, withholds the loved hoy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy : 
And now they never meet in grove, or green. 
By fountain clear or spangled star-light sheen,* 
But they do sauare ; that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 

Fai. Rither'l mistake your shape and making quite 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
- Caird Robin GJood-fellow : are you not he, 
That fright the maidens of the viilagery ; 
Skim milk ; and sometimes labor in the quern. 
And bootless make the breathless housewife churn ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm ; 
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm ? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they shall have good lack 
Are not you he ? 

Puck, Thou speak'st aright ; 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 
I jest to Oberon, and make him smile. 
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 
Neighing in likeness of a silly foal : 
And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl, 
In very likeness of a roasted crab ;f 
And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob, 
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale. 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 
Then slip I under her, down topples she. 
And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and lofib ; 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. — 
But room, Fairy, here comes Oberon. 

Fai. And here my mistress : — Would that he were gone ! 

JSrVsr Oberon, at one door with his train^ and Titania, at anoOier 
toith hers, 

Obe, ni met by moon-light, proud Titania. 

THta, What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, skip henca 

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton. 

Tiia. These are the forgeries of jealousy : 
And never, since the middle summer's spring. 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead. 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brooii, 
Or on the beached margent of the sea. 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 
But with thy brawls thoa hast disturb'd our sport. 

Bhwnf. tWildappln. 
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Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
' As in revenge, have suck'dup from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which failing in the land, 
Have every pelting river made so proud, 
That they have overborne their continents : 
The ox hath therefore stretchM his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the OTeen com 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beard : 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field, 
And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 
The nine men's morris* is fill*d up with mud ; 
Arid the quaint mazes in the wanton green, 
For lack of tread, are undistinguishable ; 
The human mortals want their winter here ; 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 
Pale m her anger, washes all the air, 
That rheumatic diseases do abound : 
And thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 
And on old Hyems* chin, and icy crown. 
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set : The spring, the summer. 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wontSi liveries ; and the mazed world, 
By their increase, now knows not which is which: 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; ' 
We are their parents and original. 

Obe. Do vou amend it then : it lies in you : 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon ? 
I do but beg a little changeUng boy, 
To be my henchman. 

Tita, Set your heart at rest, 

The fairv land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a vot'ress of my order : 
And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 
Full often hath she gossip'd by my side ; 
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, , 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood ; 
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die, 
And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy : 
And, for her sake, 1 will not part with him. 

Obe. How long within this wood intend vou stay ? 

Tita, Perchance, till after Theseus' wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our round, 

* Holes made for a game played by boyi. 
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And see onr moon-light revels, go with ns ; 
If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 

Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away : 
We shall chide down-right if 1 longer slay. 

[Elxeunt Titahia, cmd %er Srtnn. 

Obe. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this grove, 
Till I torment thee for this injury. — 
My gentle Puck, come hither : Thua remember*8t 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 
That tt^ mde sea CTew civil at her song ; 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres 
To hear the sea-maid's music. 

Fudc. I remember. 

Obe, That very time I saw, (but thou could'st not,) 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupidall arm'd : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 
And loos'd his love-shaft smartly from his bow. 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts : 
But I mi^ht see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench'd in the chaste beams of the wat'ry moan ; 
And the imperial vot'ress passed on. 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 
It fell upon a little western flower, — 
Before, milk-white ; now purple Mdth love's wound,— 
And maidens call it love-in-iuleness. 
Fetch me that flower ; the herb I show'd thee once ; 
The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid, 
Will make or man or woman sadly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 
Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again. 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Ftidc, I'll put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. >^Exit. 

Obe. Having once this juice, 

I'll watch Titania when sne is asleep, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 
The next thing then she waking looks upon, 
(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull. 
Oft meddling monkey, or on busy ape,; 
She shall pursue it with the soul of love, 
And ere I take this charm ofl^ from her sight, 
(As I can take it, with another herb,) 
I'll make her render up her page to me. 
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Bot who comes here ? I am invisible ; 
And I will overhear their conference. 

Demetrias it pmnied by Helena, who persists in proflbn of her love, wbioh CMMtiin 
itill mjecto Obeion listens to their oonveiuUon. 

Fare thee ^ell, nymph ; ere he do leave this gfrove. 
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. — 

Re-enter Puck. 
Ilast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer. 

Puck, Ay, there it is. • ^ 

Obe. I pray thee, give it me. 

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blowR, 
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopied with lush woodbine. 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine ; 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 
LullM in these flowers with dances and delisfht ; 
And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in ; 
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes. 
And make her full of hateful fantasies. 
Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 
A sweet Athenian lady is in love 
With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes : 
But do it, when the next thing he es^Nes 

May be the lady : Thou shalt know the man s 

By the Athenian garments he hath on. 
Effect it with some care ; that he may prove 
More fond on her, than she upon her love. 

Pnek mistakes Lysuider for the lover, on whom he is oommisrioned by OWran to wnt 
oiw his fairy spells. 

SCENE.— Anoiker part of the Wood, 
Enter Lysander, and Hermia. 

Lys, Pair love, you faint with wandering in the wood ; 

And to speak troth, I have forgot our way ; 
We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good. 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her, Be it so, Lysander, find you out a bed, 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 
Such separation, as, may well be said. 
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 
So far be distant ; and good night, sweet friend : 
Thy love ne'er alter, till thy sweet life end ! 

Lys, Amen, Amen, to that fair prayer, say I ; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty ! 
Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest ! 

Her. With alf that wish the wisher's eyes be press'd. 

[Tkey sleep 
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ErUerPvcK, 

Fuck. Through the forest have I gone, 
But AUienian found I none, 
On whose eves I might approve 
This flower 8 force in stirring love. 
Night and silence ! who is here 7 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear ; 
This is he, my master said, 
Despised the Athenian maid ; 
And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 
On the dank and dirty ground 
Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, kill-courtesy. 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe : 
When tnou wak'st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. 
So awake, when I am gone ; 
For I must now to Oberon. lExwL 

Enter Demetrius, and Helena, running. 

Hel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 

Dem. I charge uiee, hence, and do not haunt me thus. 

Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so. 

Dem. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. [Exit DEMETRiua. 

Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase ! 
The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies ; 
For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears ; 
If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers 
No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ; 
For beasts that meet me, run away for fear 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne ?— * 
But who is here ? — Lysander ! on the ground ! 
Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound !— 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys. And run through fire T will, for thy sweet sake. [Waking, 
Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art. 
That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius ? O, how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perish on my sword ? 

Hel Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so : 
What though he love your Hermia ? O, what though ? 
Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 
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lAfs, Content with Hermia ? No : I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 
Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 
The will of man is by his reason sway'd : 
And reason says you are the worthier maid. 
Things growing are not ripe until their season ; 
So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 
And toucMng now t^^e point of human skill. 
Reason becomes the marshal to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes ; where T o'erlook 

Love's stories, written in love's richest book. 
HeL Wherefore was I to this keen mockery bom ? 

When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn 1 

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can, 

Deserve a sweet look -from Demetrius' eye, 

But you must flout my insufficiency ? 

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do. 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refus'd. 

Should, of another, therefore be abus'd ! ExiL 

Lys. She sees not Hermia : — ^Hermia, sleep thou there; 

And never may'st thou come Lysander near ! 

For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 

The deepest loathing to the stomach bry^gs ; 

Or, as the heresies that men do leave. 

Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy, 

Of aU be hated ; but the most of me ! 

And all my powers, address your love and might. 

To honor Helen, and to be her knight ! [F^it 

Her, [Starting,] Help me, Lysander, help me ! do tiy best^ 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast ! 

Ah me, for pity.! — what a aream was here ? 

Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear ! 

Metbought a serpent eat my heart away. 

And you sat smiling at his cruel prey : — 

Lysander ! what, remov'd ? Lysander ! lord ! 

What, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound,, no word ? 

Alack, where are you ? speal?, an if you hear ; 

Speak, of all loves ; I swoon almost with fear. 

No ? — ^then I well perceive you are not nigh : 

Either death, or y:>u, I'll find immediately.- [Exh 
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ACT III. 

OberoB diMOvvn that P«ck has miiUkeB Lysaader for DenMtnas, aad by hk s^^ 
oomott UM anoTt 



SCENE— A Wood. 
Demetkius [Sleeping] J Ltsander, and Heleha. 

Lys, Why should you think, that I should woo in scorn ? 

Scorn and derision never come in tears. 
Look, when 1 vow, I weep ; and vows so bom, 

In their nativity all trutii appears. 
How can these things in me seem scorn to you. 
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true ? 

Hd, Yon do advance your cunning more and more. 

When truth kills truth, O, matchless holy fray ! 
These vows are Hermia's ; Will you give her o er ? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you willnothing weigh : 
Your vows, to her and me, put in two scales, 
Will even weigh ; and both as light as tales. 

Lys, I had no judgment, when to her I swore. 

liel Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er. 

Lys, Demetrius loves her, and be loves not you. 

liem, [AtDokingA O Helen, goddess, nymph, perfect, diviiio I 
To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne ? 
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus^ snow, 
Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow. 
When thou hold'st up thy hand : O let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss ! 

HeL O cruel spite ! I see you all are bent 
To set against me for your merriment 
If you were civil, and knew courtesy. 
Yon would not do me thus much injury. 
Can yon not hate me, as I know jrou do. 
But you must join, in souls, to mock me too ? 
If you were men, as men you are in show, 
You would not use a gentle lady so ; 
To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 
And now both rivals, to mock Helena ; 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprise. 
To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes, 
With your derision ! noce, of noble sort. 
Would so offend a virgin ; and extort 
A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport. 

Jjys. You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so ; 
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For you love Hermia : this, you know, I know : 
And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 
In Hermia's love 1 yield you up my part ; 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 
Whom I do love, and will do till my death. 

Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none : 
If e'er I lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart with her but, as guest-wise, sojoum'd ; 
And now to Helen is it home return'd. 
There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby* it dear. — 
Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is tliy dear. 

ErUer Hermia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function takes, 
The ear more quick of apprehension makes : 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense, 
It pays the hearing double recompense : — 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 
Mine ear, I think, it brought me to thy sound. 
But why unkindly didst tJou leave me so ? 

Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth jwesij to got 

Her. What love could press Lysander from my side ? 

Lys. Lysander's love, tnat would not let him bide, 
Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oesf and eyes of light 
Why seek'st thou me ? could not this make thee know. 
The hate 1 bear thee made me leave thee so ? 

Her. You speak not as you think ; it cannot be, 

Hel. Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 
Now I perceive they have conjoin'd, all three, 
To fashion this false sport in spite of me! 
Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid ! 
Have you conspir'd, have you with these ^ntriv'd 
To bait me with this foul derision.? 
Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd, 
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent, 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For partinff us, — ^O, and is all forgot ? 
All schooldays' friendship, childhood innocence? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods. 
Have with our neeldsj created fi)th one flower, 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion. 
Both warbling of one songj both in one key ; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 

• Pay dearly for it. t piroJM. t VwUm, 

15 
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Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
like to a doable cherry, seeming parted ; 
Bat yet a onion in partition, 
Two lovely, berries moulded on one stem : 
Soj with two seeming bodies, bat one heart ; 
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 
Dao but to one, and crowned with one crest 
And wiU you rend our ancient love asunder. 
To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? ' 
It is not friendlv, 'tis not maidenly : 
Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it ; 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

ACT IV. 

Olmon direct! Pock to cut the loven into a ** death coanterf«tiag liccp^" aad thea 
to diMaohaat Ljsandw, to that when they wake, all tl:e miVakw ihall wem a drtam. 

SCENE. — A Wood, Lysander, Demetrius, Hermul, and He* 
LENA, discovered sleeping. 

Enter Theseus, Hippoltta, Egeus, and train. 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester ; — 
For now our observation is perform'd ; 
And since we have the vaward of the day. 
My love shall hear the music of my hounds. — 
Uncouple in the western valley ; go : — 
Despatch, I say, and find the forester. — 
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top, 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves. 
The skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew'd, so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the momin? dew ; 
Crook-knee'd and dew-lap'd like Thesssuian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth-like bells, 
Each unaer each. A cry more tunable 
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn. 
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 
Judge, when you hear. ^But soft ; what nymphs are tliese f 

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 
And this, Lysander ; tKis Demetrius is ; 
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lliis Helena, old Neda's Helena : 
I wonder of their being here together. 

Tke. No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent. 
Come here in grace of our solemnity. — 

But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day * 

That Hermia should give answer of Ker choice ? 

Ege, It is, my lord. 

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns. 

Horns and shout tokhin. Demetrius, LTSAimER, Hermia, and 
Helena, toake and start up. 

The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past ; 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Lys. Pardon, my lord. [He and the rest kneel to Thekxts. 

The. I pray you all stand up. 

I know, you are two rival enemies'; 
How comes this gentle concord in the world. 
That hatred is so far from jealousy. 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys, My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 
Half 'sleep, half waking : But as yet, I swear, 
I cannot truly say howl came here : 
But, as I think, (for truly would I speak,-^ 
And now I do bethink me, so it is ;) 
I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenian law.* 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough. 
I beg the law, the law upon his head. — 
They would have stoPn away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me : 
You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent ; 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem. My lord, fair Hden told me of their steoltli^ 
Of this their purpose hither, to this wood ; 
And I in fury hither follow'd them ; 
Fair Helena in fancy f«»Uowinfi; me. 
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power. 

Slut, by some power it is,) my love to Hermia, 
elted as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd. 
Which in my childhood I did dote upon : 
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 
The object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 
Is only Helena. To her, my lord. 
Was I belroth'd ere I saw Hermia ; 
But, like in sickness, did I Ic^the this food : 
But, as in health, come to my natural taste» 
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Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 
Aod will for evermore be true to it 

The, Fair flowers, jou are fortqnately met: 
Of this discourse we more will hear anon.— 
Egens, I will overbear your will ; 
Fbr in the temple, by and by with us. 
These couples shall etemaUy be knit 
And, for the morning now is something worn, 
Our purposed hunting shall be set aside. — 
Away, with us, to Athens : Three and three» 
We'll hold a feast in great solemnity. 
Come, Hippolyta. 

4 Exeunt Theseus, Hipfolyta, Egeus, and trmn 
lings seem small and undistinguishable, 
like iaf-off mountains turned into clouds. 

Her, Methinks I see these things with parted eye. 
When every thing seems double. 

Hd. So, methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel, 
Mine own, and not mine own. 

Dem, It seems to me, 

That yet we sleep, we dream. — ^Do not you think, 
The duke was here, and bid us f(^ow hin 7 

Her, Yea ; and my father. 

Hel, And Hippol]^. 

Lys, And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Ikm, Why then, we are awake : let's follow him ; 
And, by the way, let us recoi^nt our dreams. [EoeeunL 

ACT V. 

SCENE L-^7^ same. An Apartment in the Palace of Theseus. 
Enter Theseus, Hiffolyta, Philostrate, Lords, and Attendantai 

^p, 'TIS strange, mv Theseus, that these lovers speak of. 

The, More strange than true. I never may believe 
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 
Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 
Such shaping fantasies^ that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends. 
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet. 
Are of imagination all compact : 
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 
That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic. 
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt : 
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
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The, forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothinp^ 

A local habitation, and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination ; 

That, if it woald but apprehend some joy, 

It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; * 

Or, in the night, imagining some fear, 

Ha^v easy is a bush supposed a b^r ? 

Hip, But all the story of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigured so together. 
More witnesseth than fancy's images. 
And grows to something of great constancy ; 
But, howsoever, strange, and admirable. 

Enler Ltsabdeb, Bemetbius, Heemia, and "^»t»a. 

The, Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. — 
loy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of love, 
Accompany your hearts. 

Tl» Play m^ wilii % amgoe by th»coinio| puniiniicf tii> Ppw, 
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!■ IkiiMU* ooMiMMiUoa. Sbakspeue hm ahewn hliiwlf eqndlj great, ia dntomtixfa^ 
1 QgltWited potUoa ofClaMie BiilMjr, «• he b ia adapltef iaeidcBts gittliered fion io> 
Mwtie slofy, or Um woadenorkgeadarf iotiM. 

Ia JaHm Cmar, he baa baea cfaieflj iadebtod to Platareh for hk mafariah, aad Hhma 
■MOB plana awardod to bbn by bb ooauneotatoia, tbat ha baa cangbt the afNiit of hia 



The priadpal dtaradeia aie veittable Platarebiaa embodiawata. C^aar, BkMaa» Gv- 
riaa. aad Aatoay, ara dothed with evea dmm* iadividoafity ef eharactqr, thaw tkmj aia 
4epieted bj the eelebiated Greek Biogiapher. 

** The real leafpH of thnehi JathuCcaar baafoBowa : Aboat the middle of Febnuuy, 
B. C. 709, a (raatie featiTal, aacred to Paa, and called Lapeicalia, waa hdd im hoaor 
ofC«aar,wfaeathen(alaowa waaoflbredtobim byAntonj. On thelothof Mareh ia 
the aame year, he waa alaia. NoYember 97, B. C. 710, the trinniTira met at a amall 
Waad, formed by the river Rh«ina, aear Boaoma, aad there adjacted their omd proaerip- 
tiaa.— B. C. 711, Bratoa aad Caaaina ware defeated aear Philippi." 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— Rome. A Street. 

Enter Flavius, Makullus, and a rabble of Citizens. 

.Flav. Hence ; hom^ you idle creatures, get you home ; 
Is this a holiday ? What ! know you not, 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 
Upon a laboring day, without the sign 
Of your profession 7«^Speak, what trade art thou ? 

1st Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? — 
You, sir ; what trade are you ? 

^nd Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a iine worianan, I am but, as yon 
' would say, a cobbler. 

Mar. out what trade art thou ? Answer me directly. 

2nd Cit. A trade, sir, that, I 4iope, I may use with a safe am* 
science ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave, thou naughty knave, what trade ? 

2nd Cit. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me : yet, if you 
be out, sir, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that ? Mend mi^ thou saucy fellow ? 

2nd Cit. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

2nd Cit. Truly, sir, all that I live by is, with the awl : I meddle 
with no tradesman's matters. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old 
shoes ; when they are in great danger, I recover them. As proper 
men as ever trod up n neats-leather, have gone upon my handy-work. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop tonlay ? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets ? 

2nd Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get myself into 
more work. But, indeed, sir, we make holiday, to see Cesar, and 
to rejoice in his triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings he home ? 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ? 
You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things ! 
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and wmdows, yea, to chimney-tops. 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation. 
To see great Pompev ipasa tiie streets of Rome : 
And when you saw his chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an universal shout. 
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That Tiber trembled underneath her banks. 

To hear the replication of your sounds. 

Made in her concave shores ? 

And do you now put on your best attire ? 

And do you now cnil out a holiday ? 

And do you now strew flowers in his way, 

Tliat comes in triumph over Pompey's blood ? 

Be gone ! 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees. 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 

That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav, Go, go, good coantrymen, and, §or tins £siult, 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; 
Draw them to Tibw banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 

Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. [EsU CitixeOK 

See, wbe'r their ba»est metal be not mofY'd ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol ; 
This way will I : Disrobe the images, 
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 

Mar, May we do so ? 
You know, it is the feast of Lupercal. 

Flav, It is no matter ; let no images 
Be hung with Caesar'a trqjhies. 1*0 about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the streets: 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
These growing feathers pluck'd from Caesar's wing, 
Will make him fly an orainarv pitch ; 
Who else would soar above tne view of men. 
And keep us all m servile fearfulness. [Exeant, 

SCENE n.— TOe same, A pMic Place, 

Enter, in frocession, with musky Cjesar ; Antony, for the course; 
Calphurnia, Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, aM 
Casca, a great crowd following ; among them a Soothsayer. 

Sooth, Caesar. 

C(Bs. Who is it in the press, that calls on me ? 
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music. 
Cry, Caesar : speak ; Caesar is tum'd to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

CcBS, What man is that t 

Bru, A soothsayer, bids you beware the ides of March. 

Cccs, Set him before me, let me see his face. 

Cas^ Fellow, come from the throng : Look upon Caesar. 

Cois. What say'st thou to me now ? Speak once again. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 
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Obs, He is a dreamer ; let us leave him ; — ^pass. 

[Exeunt all hul Brutus an({ CiksstUi.. 

Cas, Will you go see the order of tiie course ? 

Bra. Not L 

Cas, I pray you, do. 

Bru, I am not gamesome : I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 
Let me not hkioer, Cassius, your desires ; 
m leave you. 

Cos, Brutus, I do observe you now of kte : 
I have not from your eyes that gentleness, 
And show of love, as I was wont to have : 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru, Casflios^ 

Be not deceiv'd : If I have veil'd my look, 
I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am, 
Of late, with passions of some difl^renee^ 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 
Which give some so^, perhaps, to my behaviors : 
But let not therefore my good friends be grier'd ; 
(Among which number, Cassius, .be yoo one ;) 
Nor construe any further my neglect. 
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 
Forgets the shows of love to other men. 

Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your passioa ; 
By means whereof, this breast of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of mat value, worthy e^itatians. 
Tell me, ffooa Brutus, can yom see your foce ? 

Bru, No, Cassius : for me eye sees not itself. 
But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cas, 'Tisjust: 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no such mirrorsras wiU turn - 
Your nidden worthiness into your eye. 
That you might see your shadow. I have heard. 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 
(Except immortal Caesar,) speaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this i^^ yoke, 
Have wish'd that noble Brutus md ms eyes. 

Bru, Into what dangers would you lead me, Casst«% 
That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me I 

Cas, Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hew: 
And, since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass, 
Will modestly discover <jo yoursdf 
That of yourself which you yet know not o& 
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And be not jealous of me, gentle Bnitas : 

Were 1 a common langher, or did nse 

To stale with ordinary oaths my love 

To every new protester ; if yon know 

Tnat 1 do fawn on men, and hug them hard, ' 

And ailer scandal them ; or if yon know 

That I profess myself in banqueting 

To all the ront, then hold me dangerous. [Flomish and sham 

BrtL What means this shouting 7 I do fear, the people 
Choose Cssar for their khag. 

Ca$. Ay, do jrou fear it ? 

rhen must I thmk you would not luive it sa 

BrtL 1 would not, Cassins ; yet I love him well : — 
But wherefore do you hold me here so long t 
What is it that you would impart to me ? 
If it be au^t toward the general good, 
Set honor m one eye, anadeath i^the Other, 
And I will lock on both indifferently : 
For, let the sods so speed me, as I love 
The name of honor more than I fear death. 

Cos, I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favor. 
Well, honor is the subject of my story. — 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 
I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of svch a thing as I myself. 
I was bom free as Caesar ; so were you : 
We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 
For once, upon a raw and gusty day, 
The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, 
Cssar said to me, Dar^st mou^ Cassius, now 
Leap intDith me into this angry floods 
Ana stoim to yonder point 1 — ^U pon the word, 
Accouter'd as I was, I plunged in. 
And bade him follow i so, indeed, he did. 
The torrent roor'd ; and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews ; throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 
But ere we could arrive the point proposed, 
Cssar cry'd, Hdp mt^ Cassius, or I sink, 
I, as iEneas, our great ancestor. 
Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tiber 
Did I the tir'd Caesar : And this man 
»8 now become a god ; and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 
If Cajsar carelessly but nod on him. 
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He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And, when the fit was on him, I aid mark 

Uow he did shake : 'tis true, this god did shake. 

His coward lips did from their color fly ; 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world, 

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 

Mirk him, and write his speeches in their books^ 

Alas ! it cried. Give me some drink, Titinius, 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper should 

So set the start of the majestic world. 

And bear the palm alone. [Shottt, Fiottrifh, 

Bru, Another ^neral shout ! 
I do believe, that mese applauses are 
For some new honors that are heap'd on Cssar. 

Cos. Why, man, he doth bestricle the narrow world, 
Like a Colossus ; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonorable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars. 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus, and Caesar : What should be in that Cssar 7 
Why should that name be sounded more than yours ? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with them, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cssar. \ Shout 

Now in the names of all the gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 
Tnat he is grown so great ? Age, thou art sham'd ; 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood. 
But it was famM with more than with one man ? 
When could they say, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walks encompass'd but one man 7 
O ! you and I have heard our fathers say. 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 
As easily as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
Wliat you would work me to, I have some aim ; 
How I have thought of this, and of these times, 
I shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 
I would not, so with love I might entreat you, 
Be any further mov'd. What you have said, 
I will consider ; what you have to say, 
I will with patience heai: : and find a time 
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Both meet to hear, and answer, such high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this ; 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Under these hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cos, I am gldd, that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from BrutUAi 

Re-enter Cjesar, and kis Train. 

Bru, The games are done, and Cajsar is returning, 

Cas. As thev pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ; 
And he will, d&er his sour fashion, tell you 
What liath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 

Bru, I will do so: — ^But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Caesar's brow, 
And all the rest look hke a chidden train : 
Calphumia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes, 
As we have seen him in the Capitol, 
'Being cross'd in conference by some senators. 

Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

Ckcs. Antonius. 

Ant. CaBsar. 

C(es. Let me have men about me that are fat ; 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o' nights : 
Yond' Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 
He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Ant, Fear him not, Caesar, he's not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Cccs, 'Would he were fatter: — But I fear him not: 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much, 
He is a great observer ; and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men ; he loves no plays, 
As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music: 
Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort. 
As if he mock'd himself, and scorn'd his spirit 
That could be mov'd to smile at any thing. %, 

Such men as he be never at heart's ease, 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous, 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd. 
Than what I fear, for always I am Caesar. 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf. 
And tell me truly what thou think'st of him. 

[Exeunt Cmsar and his Train. Casca stays behintk 

Casca You pull'd me by the cloak ; Would ou speak with me f 
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Bra, Ay, Casca ; tell us what hath chanc'd to-day, 
That Caesar looks so sad ? 

Casca. Why you were with bim, were you not ? 

Bru. I should not then ask Casca what hath chanc'd. 

Casca. Why, there was a crown offered him : and being ofifered 
him, he put it by with the back of his hand, thus; and then tbo 
people fell a' shouting. 

Bru. What was the second noise for ? 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Cas. They shouted thrice ; What was the last cry for ? 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crown offer'd him thrice ? 

Casca. Ay, marry, was*t, and he put it by thrice, every time 
gentler than other ; and at every putting by, mine hone&t neighbors 
shouted. 

Cas. Who offer'd him the crown I 

Casca. VVhy, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca. I can as well be hanged, as tell the manner of it : it was 
mere foolery. I did not mark it. I saw Mark Antony offer him a 
crown ; — vet 'twas not a crown neither, 'twas one of these coronets, 
— and, as I told you, he put it by once ; but, for ail Aat, to my think- 
ing, he would fain have had it. Then he ofi^red it to him again ; 
then he put it ^ agahi ; but, to my thinking, he was very loath to 
lay his fingers off it. And then he offered it a third time ; he put it 
the third time by : and still as he refused it, the rabblement hooted, 
and clapped their chapped hands, and threw up their sweaty night- 
caps, ana uttered such a deal of stinking breath, because Caesar re- 
fused the crown, that it had almost choked Cssar ; for he swooned, 
and fell down at it. 

Cas, But, soft, I pray you : .What ? Did Cssar swoon ? 

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and foamed at mouth, 
and was speechle?*' 

Bru. 'Tis very liktj : he hath the falling-sickness. 

Cas. No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I, 
And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness, 

Casca. I know not what you mean by that ; but, I«am sure, Caesar 
fell down. If the tag^ivg peof^e did not clap him, and hiss him, 
according as he plea^ and displeased them, as they use to do the 
players in the theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What said he, when he came unto himsdf ? 
Casca, Marry, before he fell down, when he perceived the com- 
mon herd was glad he refused the crown, he pluck'd me ope his 
doublet, and offered them his throat to cut-^an I had been a man 
0f any occupation, I would have taken him at a word-«-and so he 
fell. When he came to himself again, he said. If he had done, or 
said, any thing amiss, he desired their worships to think it was his 
Infirmity. 

Bru, And after that, he came, thus sad, away ? 
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Ckuea, Ay. 

Cku, Did Cicero say any thing 7 

Casca, Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cos, To what efibct ? 

Casca. Nay, an I tell yon that, I'll ne'er look you f the face 
a^ain : But those, that understood him, smiled at one another, and 
shook their heads : but, for mine own part, it was Greek to me. I 
could toll yon more news too: Marullus and Flavius, for pulling 
scarfs off Cesar's images, are put to silence. Fare you welL There 
was more foolery yet, if I could remember it 

Cos, Will you sup with, me to-night, Casca ? 

Casea, No, I am promised forth. 

Cos. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Cosco. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your cfinner 
worth the eating. 

Cos. Good ; 1 will expect you. 

Casea, Do so : Farewell, both. [ExU Casca. 

Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cos, So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise. 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit. 
Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave you : 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or, if jrou will. 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Cas, I will do so : — till then, think of the world. [Exit Bsuma. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I see, 
Thy honorable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposed : Therefore, 'tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes : 
For who so firm, that cannot be seduc'd ? . 
Caesar doth bear me hard : But he loves Brutus 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius, 
He should not humor me. I will this night, 
In several hands, in at his windows throw. 
As if they came from several citizens, 
Writings, all tendinjpr to the great opinion 
That iu)me holds of his name ; wherein obscurely, 
Caesar's ambition shall be glanc'd at : 
And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure ; 
For we will shake him, or worse days endure. [ExU, 
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ACT II. 



I writes certain anonymous papers to Bratos, instifating him to Join with thi 
aoM]»ratorB ; these are secretly conveyed by Cinna, and are found by Bmtns. 
^ In the momingr, the whole of the consiniBton, headod by Casdns, lepur to Bntnt, to 
nffe their sdicitations personally. 

SCENE.— 7^ same, Brutus's Orchard. 

Enter Bkutuji. 

Bru. What, Lucius ! ho !— 
1 cannot, by the progress of the stars, 
Give ^ess how near to day.— Lucius, I say !— 
Iwomd it were my fault to sleep so soundly.— 
When, Lucius, when ? awake, I say : What, Lucius ! 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call'd you, my lord ? 

Bru, Get me a taper in my study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. I will, my lord. ^ExiL 

Bru. It must be by his death : and, for my part, 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown'd :— 
How that might change his nature, there's the question. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder ; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him ? — ^That ;— 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remorse from power : And to speak truth of Caesar, 
I have not known when his affections sway'd 
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof. 
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder. 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face : 
But when he once attains the utmost round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his back. 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend : So Csesar may ; 
TheU} lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel 
Will bear no color for the thing he is. 
Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented. 
Would run to these and these extremities : 
And therefore think him as a serpent's egg, 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mischievous ; 
And kill him in the shell. 
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Re-enter Lvcnjs, 



Lite. ITie taper burneth in yonr closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus sealM up ; and, 1 am sure, 
It did not lie there, when I went to bed. 

Bru, Get you to bed again, it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March ? 

Luc, I know not, sir. 

Bfu, Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 

Luc. I will, sir. [Exk 

Bru, The exhalations, whizzing m the air, 
Give so much light, that I may read by them. * 

[Opens the lette't and read$^ 
Brutus^ thou sleep' St ; awake^ and see thyself. 
ShaU RomCy itc. Speak, strike^ redress ! 

Brutus, thou sleep'st ; awake, 

Such instigations have been often droppM 

Where I tmve took them up. 

ShaU Rome, ifc. Thus must I piece it out ; 

Shall Rome stand under one man's awe ? What ! Rome ? 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 

The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a kmg. 

Speak, strike, redress ! — Am I entreated then 

To speak, and strike ? O Rome ! I make thee promise^ 

If the redress will follow, thou leceiv'st 

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus ! 

Re-enter Lircnrs. 

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. [Knock within . 

Bru, 'Tis good. Go to the gate : somebody knocks. 

[Eodt Lucius. 
Since Cassius first did whet me against Cesar, 
I have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the first motion, all tlie iiiterim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 
The genius, and the mortal indjumeiits 
Are &n in council ; and the state of man. 
Like to a little kingdom, sujSers then 
The nature 7f an insunrection. 

Re-enter Luciirs. 

Luc. Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the ioor, 
Who doth desire to see you, 
Bru, Is he alone? 

Luc, No, sir, there are more with him. 
^^' XT . , Do you knonr them ? 

liwo. No, sir; their hats are nluck'd about their cars. 
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And half their feces buried in their cloaks, 
That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favor. 

Bru. Let them enter. [Exit I^ciua 

They are the faction ! O conspiracy! 
Sham'st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 
Wlien evils are most free ? O, then, by day. 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, conspiracy ! 
Hide it in smiles and affability : 
For if thou put thy native semblance on, 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevootion. 

Enter Cassiu?, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus Cimber, and 
Tkebonius. 

Cas. I think we are too bold upon your rest : 
Good morrow, Brutus. Do we trouWe you ? 

Bru, 1 have been up this hour ; awake, all night. 
Know I these men, that come along with you ? 

Cas, Yes, every man of them ; and no man here, 
But honors you : and every one doth wish. 
You had but that opinion of yourself 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 

Bru, . He is welcome hither. 

Cas, This, Decius Brutus. 

Bru, He is welcome too. 

Cas. This, Casca ; this, Cinna ; 
. And this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru, They are all welcome* 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 
Give me your hands all over, one by one. 

Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oa'^h : If not the face of men, 
The sufierance of our souls, the time's abuse,— 
If these be motives weak, break off betimes. 
And every man hence to his idle bed ; 
So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by lottery. But if these. 
As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valor 
The mSlting spirits of women ; then, countrymen, 
What need we any spur but our own cause. 
To urge us to redrecs ? 

Cas, But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound himf 
f think, he will stand very strong with us. 

Casca, Let us not leave him out. 
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CtH No, by no i 

Met O let US have him ; for his silver hairs 
Will parchase us a good opinion, 
And boy men's voices to commend our deeds. 

Bnu O, name him not ; let as not break with him : 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cku, Then leave him out 

Ca$ca, Indeed, he is not fit 

Dee, Shall no man else be tonch'd but only Cesar? 

Cku, Decias, well urg'd : — I think it is not meet, 
Bfark Antony, so well belovM of Cesar, 
Shoold outlive Cesar : We shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver ; and, you know his means, 
If he improve them, may well stretch so far 
As to annoy us all : which to prevent, 
Let Antony, and Cesar, fall together. 

Bru. Our coarse will seem too bloodv, Cains Cassins, 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 
For Antony is but a Hmb of Cesar. 
Let us be sacrificers, but no butchers, Cains. 
We all stand up against the spirit of Cesar . 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Cesar's spirit, 
And not dismember Cesar ! JBnt, alas, 
Cesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfullv ; 
Let's carve him as a dish fit for the gods. 
Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do, 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage, 
And after seem to chide them. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious : 
Which so appearing to the common eyes. 
We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers. 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 
For he can do no more than Cesar's arm, 
When Cesar's head is oflfl 

Cos, Yet I do fear him ; 

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Cesar,— 

Bnu Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him : 
If he love Cesar, all that he can do 
lit to himself; take thought, and die for Cesar : 
And thatVere much he should ; for he is given 
To sports, to wildness, and'much company. 

TVeb. There is no fear in him ; let nim not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. [Cock Unka, 

Bru, Peace, count the clock. 
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Jets, The clock hath stricken three. 

!ZVc6. 'Tis time to part. 

Cos, But it is doubtful yet, 

Whether Caesar will come forth to-day, or no: 
For he is superstitious grown of kte ; 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies : 
It may be, these apparent prodigies. 
The unaccustom'd terror of this night, 
And the persuasion of his auguries. 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dec. Never fear that : If he be so resolv'd, 
I can o'ersway him : for he loves to hear. 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees. 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holezf, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers : 
But, when I tell him, he hates fkttterers, 
He says, he does ; being then most flattered. 
Let me work : 

For I can give his humor the true bent ; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cos, Nay, we will all of ns be there to fbtch him. 

Bru. By the eighth hour : Is that the uttermost ? 

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 

Cos, The morning comes upon us : We'll leave yon, Bmtns .— 
And, friends, disperse yourselves : but all remember 
What you have said, and show yourselves true Romans. 

Bru, Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put on our purposes : 
But bear it as our Roman actors do. 
With untir'd spirits, and formal constancy : 

And so, good-morrow to you every one. [Exeunt all but Brutus. 
Boy ! Lucius ! — Fast asleep ? It is no matter ; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber: 
Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies. 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men : 
Therefore thou sleep'st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 

Por. Brutus, my lord ! 

Bru, Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore rise you now ? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw-cold morning. 

Por, Nor for yours neither. You have ungently, Biutus, 
Stole from my room : And yesternight, at supper, 
You sudden.y arose, and walked about. 
Musing and sighing, with your arms across : 
And vmen I ask'd you what the matter was. 
You star'd uuon me with ungentle looks : 
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1 urg'd you further ; then jroa scratch'd your bead. 
And too impatiently stamped with your foot * 
Yet I insisted, yet you answerM not ; 
But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 
Gave sign for me to leave you : So I did ; 
Fearing to strengthen that impatience, 
Which secm*d too much enkindled ; ajid, withal. 
Hoping it was but an effect of humor 
Which sometimes hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep ; 
And, could it work so much upon your shape, 
As it hath much prevaiPd on your condition, 
( should not know you, Brutus. Dear, my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

Bru, I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Por. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in healdi, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru, Why, so 1 do : Good Portia, leaw? me. 

Por, Is Brutus sick ? and is it physical 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humors 
Of the dank morning ? What, is Brutus sick ; 
And will he stea! out of his wholesoipe bed. 
To dare the vile contagion of the night ? 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurg^ air 
To add unto his skskness ? No, my Bmtus ; 
You have some sick ofibnce within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: And, upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my once commended beauty. 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make ns one, 
IMmt you unfold to me, yourself, your half. 
Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you : for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bru, Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Por. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutucu 
Within tlie bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
is it excepted, I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am I yourself. 
But, as it were, in sort or limitation ? 

Bru. Yon are my true fend honorable wife : 
As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad lieart. 

Por. If this were true, then should I know this sodot 
I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife : 
' grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, * 
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A woman well jrepi^d ; Cato's daughter. 
Think you, I am no stron ^er than my sex. 
Being so fathei'd^ and so husbanded ? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them* 
I have made strong proof of my constancy, 
Givinff myself a voluntary wound.— 
Can f bear that with patience, 
And not my husband's secrets ? 

Bru. O ye gods 

Render me worthy oi this noble wife ! 
Portia, go in a while; 
And, by and by thv bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart 
All my engagements I will construe to thee« 
All the charactery of my sad brows >— 
Leave me with haste. 



ACT III. 

On the day ammged by Um conspiratora, for the assassinatioa of Cssar, he it pern aded 
by Calphaniia and the Aaguren, not to go forth to the Capitol. He resUts all Ibeir warn- 
i^ivMid departs with Antony, Brntus, &c., to keep his appointments 

SCENE L^Tke Capitol; the Senate sillivg, 

A crowd of people in ike street leading to the Capitol ; anumg them^ 
Artemidorus, and the Soothsayer. Flourish, Enter CjEsar, 
Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Metellus, Trkboious, Cinna, 
Antony, Lepidus, Popdlius, Publius, and others, 

C(zs, The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Cssar ; but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Cssar ! Read this schedule. 

Dec Trebonius doth desire you to o'er-read, 
At vowr best leisure this his humble suit 

Art. O, Caesar, read mine first ; for mine's a suit 
That touches Caesar nearer : Read it, great Caesar. 

Ccus. What touches us ourse?f, shall be last sorv'd. 

Art. Delay not, Caesar ; read it instantly. 

Ccus. Whiat, is the fellow mad ? 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Cas. What, urge you your petitions in the street ? 
Come to the Capitol. 

C-ESAR rrUers the Capitol, the rest following. All the Senators rise. 

Pop. I wish, your enterprise to-day may thrive, 

Cas. What enterprise, Popilius ? 

Pop. Pare you well. [Advances to Cjesar. 

Brv. What said Popilius Lena '> 
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Cos. He wishM, today our enterprise nught thrive. 
I fear, our purpoee is discovered. 

Bru, Look, how he makes to Casar : Mark him. 
Cos. Casca, be sudden, for we fear preventi<m. — 
Brutus, what shall be done ? If this be known, 
Cassius or Cssar never shall turn back, 
For I will slay myself. 

Bru. Cassius be constant ; 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes ; 
For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change. 

Cos. Trebonius knows his time ; for, look you. 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. , , « 

I Exeunt Aktoht cmd Trbboious. Cjesar and the Senators t€ika 
^ their seau. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 
Bru, He is addressM : press near, and second him. 
Cin. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand. 
0£S, Are we all ready ? what is now amiss. 
That Caesar, and his senate, must redress ? 

Met. Most high, most mWity, and most puissant Caesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart :— [KneeUng. 

Cms. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 

These couehings, and these lowly courtesies. 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men ; 
And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree, 
Into the law of children. Be not fond, 
To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood, 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which melteth fools ; I mean swe^ words, 
Low crooked curtesies, and base spaniel fawning. 
Thy brother by decree is banished ; 
If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn, for him, 
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Cajsar doth not wrong : nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own. 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear. 
For the repealing of my bamsh'd brother ? 

Bru. I Kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar ; 
Desiring thee, tliat Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
C(zs. What, Brutus ! 

Cds. Pardon, Caesar : Casar, pardon ; 

As low as to thv foot doth Cassius fall, 
To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

C<cs. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you , 
S I could pray to move, prayers would move me : 
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But I am constant as tbe northern star,. 

Of wliose true-rix*d, and resting quality, 

There is no fellow in the fin^ament. 

l*he skies are painted with unnomber'd sparks, 

They are all fire, and every one doth shine ; 

But there's but one in all doth hold his place : 

So, in the world ; 'Tis fumish'd well with men, 

And men are flesh and blood, and appreh(»n8ive ; 

Yet, in the number, I do know but one 

That unassailable holds on his rank, 

Unshak'd of motion : and, that I am he. 

Let me a little show it, even in this ; 

That I was constant, Cimber should be banish'd, 

And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin, O Caesar. 

C<BS, Hence ! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 

Dec. Great Caesar, 

Cois, Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 

Casca, Speak, hands, for me. 
[Casca stabs Cjesar in the neck, Cjesar catches hold of his 
arm. He is then stabbed by severed other Conspirators, 
and at Icist by Marcus Brutus. 
Ctes. Et tu Brute .»— Then fall, Caesar. 

[Dies. The senators and people retire in confusion, 
Cin, Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead ! — 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cas, Some to the common pulpits, and cry out. 
Liberty, freedom^ and enfranchisement ! 

Bru, People, and senators ! be not afifrighted ; 
Fly not ; stand still : — ambition's debt is paid. 
Casca, Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 
Dec. And Cassius too. 

Bru. Where's Publius? 
Cin. Here, auite confounded with this mutiny. 
Met, Stand fast together, lest some friend of Caesar's 
Should chance— 

Bru, Talk not of standing ; — ^Publius, good cheer ; 
There is no harm intended to your person. 
Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, Publius. 

Cas, And leave us, Publius ; lest that the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru, Do so ; — and let no man abide this deed. 
But we the doers. 

Re enter Trebonius. 

Cas. Where is Antony ? 

'Pre, Fled to his house amaz'd: 

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and nm, 
As it were doomsday. 
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Bru, Fates ! we will know your yA^eaxiies*^ 

That we shall die, we know ; 'tis Imt the time, 
And drawing days ont, that men stand ^pon. 

Ckis. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Brtu Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Ciesar's friends, that have abridged 
His time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, stoop. 
And let us baihe our liands in Cssar's bkxxi 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 
Tnen walk we forth, even to the market-place ; 
And, waving our red weapons o'er onr he^, 
J-et's all cry. Peace ! Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Cos, Sto6p then, and wash. — ^How many ages heDoe, 
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over. 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown ? 

Brtu How many times shall Caesar bleed in sport, 
That now on Pompey's basis lies along, 
No worthier than tne dust ? 

Cos, So oit as that shall be. 

So often shall the knot of us be callM 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth ? 

Cos, Ay, every man away ; 

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant 
Bru, Soft, who comes here ? A friend of Antony^. 
8erv, Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel ; 

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down : 

And, being prostrate, thus lie. bade me say. 

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest : 

Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 

Say, I loved Brutns, and I honor him : 

Say, I fear'd Caesar, honor'd him, and lov'd him. 

If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 

May safely come to him, and be resolv'd 

How Caesar hath deserv'd to lie in death, 

Mark Antony shall nc^ love Caesar dead 

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 

The fortunes and afi^rs of noble Brutus, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod state, 

With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 
Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman ; 

I never thought him worse. 

Tell him, so please him ccwne unto this place, 

He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honor, 

Depart untouch'd. 
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Serv. m fetch him presently. [Exit Servant. 

Btu. I know that we shall have him well to friend. 

Ccts, I wish, we may : but yet have I a mind, 
That fears him much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

Re-enLer Antony. 
Uru. But here comes Antony. — ^Welcome, Mark Antony, 
AnL O mighty Caesar \ dost thou lie so low ? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure ? — Fare thee well.— 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank 
If I myself, there is no hour so fit 
As Caesar's death's hour ; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth, as those your swords, made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and siboke, 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 
I shall not find myself so apt to die : 
No place will please me so, no mean of death, 
As here by Caesar, and by you cut off, 
The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bra, O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our present act, 
You see we do ; yet see you but our hands, 
And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pi^,) 
Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part. 
To you our swords have leaden points, Mark Antony 
Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts. 
Of brothers' temper, do receive "you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as any man's. 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only be patient, tffl we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear. 
And then we will deliver you the cause. 
Why I, that did love Caesar when I struck hun. 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant I doubt not of your v^sdom, 

Let each man render me his bloody hand : 
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you : 
Next, Caiua Cassius, do I take your hand ; 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; — now yours Metellus $ 
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Yoan, Ciiina ; — and, my valiant Casca, yours ;— 

Though last, not least in lore, yours, good TrdMntMu 

Gentlemen all, — alas ! what shall I say ? 

My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 

That one of two bad ways you must conceit me» 

Either a coward or a flaUerer. — 

That I did love thee, Cssar, O, 'tis true : 

If then thy spirit look upoo us now, 

Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death. 

To tee thy Antcmy making his peace. 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes. 

Most noUe ! in the presence of thy corse 7 

Had I as nuiny eyes as thou hast wounds. 

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood, 

It wouldbecome me better, than to close 

In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 

Pardon me, Julius ! — 

Cos. Mark Antony, 

AtU, Pardcm me, Caius Cagsivs: 

Friends am I with you aU, and love you all ; 

Xthis hope, that you shall mve me reasons, 
^ f and wherein Cssar was dangerous. 

iru. Or else were this a savage spectacle : 
Our reasons are so full of good rej^rd. 
That were you, Antonv, the son of Cssar, 
You should be satisfieo. 

AtU. That's all I seek : 

And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funend. 

Bru. Yon shall, Mark Antony. 

Cas, Brutus, a word wiJi you,^- 

You know not vrbat you do ; Do not consent, [Aside 

That Antony speak in his funeral : 
Know you how much the peojde may be mov'd 
By that which he will utter ? 

Brtu By your pardon ;— 

I will myself into the pulpit first. 
And show the reason of our Caesar's death : 
What Antony shall speak, I will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 
And that we are contented, Cssar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Cos. I know not what may fall ; I like it not. 

Bru, Mark Antony, here, take your Caesar's body. 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us, 
But speak all good you can devise of Caesar ; 
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And say, you do 't by our permission ; 
Else smdl you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall speak 
In the same pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my speech is ended. 

Ant. Be it so ; 

I do desire no more. 

Bra, Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

[Exeunt aU but Airrowr 

Anl, O, pardon me, thou piece of bleeding earth. 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man, 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy, — 
Which, like dumb mouths, oo ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ; — 
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men ; 
Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 
Blood and destruction shaU be so in use. 
And dreadful objects so familiar, 
That mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants auarter'd with the hands of war ; 
All pity chokM with custom of fell deeds : 
And Cesar's spirit, ranging for revenge. 
With At^ by his side, come hot from hell. 
Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice. 
Cry HawCf and let slip the dogs of war. 

Enter a Servant 
You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not ? 

Serv, I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant, Caesar did write for him, to come to Rome. 

Serv, He did receive his letters, and is coming : 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth, — 
O Caesar ! [Seeing the lcd§ 

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep. 
Passion, I see is catching ; for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine. 
Began to water. Is thy master cominsf ? 

Serv, He lies to-night within seven leagues of Rome. 

Ant, Post back wim speed, and tell him what hath chanc'd : 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 
Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay a while ; 
Thou shalt not back, till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try, 
In my oration^ how the people take 
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The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 

According to the which, thou shalt discourse 

To young Octavius of the state of things. 

Lend me your hand. lExeuni tmlh Cjesar's bod§ 

SCENE n.— T^ same. The Forum. 
Enter Bexttus and Cassius, end a throng q^ Citizens. 

CU' We wOl be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 

BrU, Then follow me, and give me audience, friends. — 
Cassitts, go you into the other street, 
And part the numbers.-* 

Those that will hear me spc»k, let tiiem stay here ; 
Those that will follow Cassius, ffo with him ; 
And public reasons shall be renaered 
Of Caesar's death. 

l8t Cit, I will hear Brutus speak. 

2nd Cii. I will hear Cassius ; and compare their reasons. 
When severally we hear them rendered. 

[Exit Cassius, vnth some of the Citizens. BRUTirs goes 
into the Rostrum. 

3rd CiL The noble Brutus is ascended : Silence ! 

Bru. Be patient till the last. 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my cause ; and be 
silent, that you may hear: believe me for mine honor; and have 
respect to mine honor, that you may believe : censure me in your 
wisdom ; and awake your senses, that you may the better judge. If 
there be any in this assembly, any dear friend of Cssar's, to him I 
say, that Brutus' love to Caesar was no less than his. If then that 
friend demand, why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my answer,-^ 
Not that I loved Caesar less, but that I loved Rome more. Had you 
rather Caesar were living, and die all slaves ; than that Csesar were 
dead, to live all free men ? As Caesar loved me, I weep for him ; as 
he was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, 1 honor him : 
but, as he was amlntious, I slew him : There are tears, for his love ; 
joy, for his fortune ; honor, for his valor ; and death, for his ambition. 
Who is here so base, that would be a bondman ? If any, speak ; for 
him have I ofiended. Who is here so rude, that would not be a 
Roman ? If any, speak ; for him have I ofifbnded. Who is here so 
vile, that will not love his country? If any, speak ; for him have I 
ofiended. I pause for a reply. 

Cit. None, Brutus, none. [Several speaking at once. 

Bru. Then none Imve I ofiended. I have done no more to Caesar, 
tnan you should do to Brutus. The question of his death is enrolled 
-in the Capitol; his glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy 
nor his offences enforcedf, for which he snfi^red death. 

Enter Antony arid others, tciih Cjesar's body. 
Here comes his body, moum'd by Mark Antony ; who, though he 
had no hand in his death, shall receive the benefit of his dying, a 
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face in the commonwealth ; As which of you ihall not 7 With this 
depart ; That, as I slew my best lover for the good of Rome, I have 
the same dagger for myself, when it shall please my country to need 
my death. 

Cii, Live, Brutus, live ! live! 

1st Cii, Bring him with triumph home onto his house. 

2nd Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

3rd Cit, Let him be Cssar. 

4th Cit, Cssar's better parts 

Shall now be crownM in Brutus. 

1st Cit, We*ll brin^f him to his house with shouts and clamors. 

Bru, My countrymen, 

2nd Cit, Peace ; silence ! Brutus speaks. 

15/ Cit, Peace, ho ! 

Bru, Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 
Do grace to Cssar*s corpse, and grace his speech 
TeiKling to Cssar's glories ; whioi Mark Antony, 
By our permi^ion, is allow'd to make. 
I do entreat you, not a man depart. 
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [ExiL 

I si Cit, Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony. 

Zrd Cit, Let him ffo up into the public chair ; 
We'll hear him : Noble Antony, go up. 

Am, For Brutus' sake, I am behoklen to you. 

4th Cit, What does he say of Brutus 7 

Srd Cit, He says, for Brutus* sake, 

Ue finds himself beholden to us alL 

4ih Cit. 'Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus here. 

Ist Cit, Tils Caesar was a tyrant 

3rd Cit, Nay, that's certain : 

We are bless'd, that Rome is rid of him. 

2nd Cit, Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 

Am, You gentle Romans,—— 

CU, Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 

Am, Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears ; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to pnuse him. 
The evil that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is oil interred with their bones ; 
So let it be vvith Cssar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Cssar was ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous finult ; 
And grievously hath Cesar answer'd it 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 
(For Brutus is an honorable man ; 
So are they all, all honorable men ;) 
Come I to speak in Cssar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me J 
But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 
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And Bratus is an honorable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 

Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill : 

Did this in Cesar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried, Cesar hath wept : 

Ambition shoom be made of sterner stuff; 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honorable man. 

You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition t 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an honorable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once ; not without cause ; 

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him 7 

judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason ! — ^Bear with me ; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Cesar, 
And I must pause till it come back to me. 

1st Cit. liethinks, there is much reason in his sayings. 

2nd Cit. If thou conskier rightly of the matter, 
Cesar has had great wrong. 

Srd Cit. Has he, masters ? 

1 fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

4^ Cit, Mark'd ye his words 7 He would not take the crown; 
Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

Ist Cit. If it be found so, some will dear abide it 

2nd Cit, Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 

Zrd Cit, There's not a nobler man in Rome,' than Antony. 

4/^ Cit. Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 

Ant. But yesterday, the word of Cesar might 
Have stood against the world : now lies he there. 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 

masters ! if I were dlspos'd to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 
Wlio, you all know, are honorable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you, 

Than I will wrong such honorable men. 

But here's a parcmnent, with the seal of Cesar, 

I found it in nis closet, 'tis his will : 

Let but the commons hear this testament^ 

(Which pardon me I do not mean to read,) 

And they would go and kiss dead Cesar's woonda^ 

And dip their napkins in his sacred blood ; 

Yea, beg a hafar of him for memory, 
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And, dying, mention it within their wills. 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 
Unto their issue. 

4th Cit. We'll hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 
Cit. The will, the will ; we will hear Cssar's will. 
AnL Have patience, gentle friends, I must not read it ; 
It is not meet you know how Cssar lov'd you* 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 
For u you should, O, what would come of it ! 

4ih Cit, Read the will ; we will hear it, Anteny ; 
You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will. 

Ant. Will you be patient ? Will you stay a while ? 
I have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it. 
I fear I wrong the honorable men. 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Caesar : I do fear it 
4th Cit, They were traitors : Honorable men ! 
Cit, The will! the testament ! 

2nd Cit. They were villains, murderers : The will, read the will! 
Ant. You will ^compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Cssar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend ? And will you give me leave ? 
CiL Come down. 

2nd Cit, Descend. [He comes down from (he pu^plL 

3rd Cit, You shall have leave. 
4/th Cit, A ring ; stand round. 
\st Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from the body. 
27id Cit. Room for Antony ;— most noble Antony. 
Ant, Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 
Cit, Stand back ! room ! bear back ! 
Ant, If you have tears, prepare to shed them now 
You all do know this mantle : I remembei 
The first time ever Caesar put it on ; 
'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent ; 
That day he overcame the Nervii : — 
Look ! in this place, ran Cassius' dagger through 
See, what a rent the envious Casca nude : 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd ; 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away, 
Mark how the blood of Cesar follow'd it ; 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolv'd 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no ; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's aen^l : 
^ Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar lov'd him f 
Tliis was the most unkindest cut of all : 
For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 
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Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 

(^uite vanquishM him : then burst his mighty heart; 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face. 

Even at the base of Pompey's statue. 

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 

O, what a fall was there my countrymen ! 

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down. 

Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us. 

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 

The dint of pity : these are gracious drops. 

Kind souls, wfaiat weep you, when you but b^iold 

Our Caesar's vesture wounded ? Look you here. 

Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors. 

1st Cii. O piteous spectacle 2 

2nd Cil, O noble Cssar ! 

3rd Cil, O woful day ! 

4^ Cit, O traitors, villains ! 

\st Cil, O most bloody sight ! 

2nd C'U, We will be revenged : revenge ; about, — seek,^-bum 
fire, — kill, — slay ! — ^let not a traitor live. 

Ant, Stay, countrymen. 

\st C'U, Peace there : — ^Hear the noble Antony. 

2nd CU. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die witJ him, 

AtU, Grood friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
They, that have done this deed, are honorable : 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 
That made them do't ; they are wise and honorable, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons, answer you. 
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is : 
But as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
That love my friend, and that they know fuU well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 
I tell you that which you yourselves do know ; 
Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths^ 
And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutus 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Csesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

CU. We'll mutiny. 

Is*- CU. We'll burn the house of Brutus. 

Srd CU. Away then, come, seek the conspirators. 

AnL Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me speak. 

CU, Peace, ho ! Hear Antony, most noble Antony. 
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Ant. Why, friends, vou so to do yon know not what ; 
Wherein hath Cssar thus deservM yoar loves ! 
Alas, you know not — 1 must tell you then : — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 

CU. Most true ; the will : — diet's stay and hear the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Csssar's seal 
To every Roman citizen he gives. 
To every several man, seventy-five drachmas. 

2nd Cit, Most noble Cssar ! — we'll revenge his death. 

3rd Cit, O royal Caesar ! 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

C'U. Peace, ho ! 

Ant, Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbors, and new-planted orchards. 
On tnis side Tiber ; he hath left them yon. 
And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 
Here was a Cssar : When comes such another t 

15/ Cit. Never, never : Come, away, away ; 
We'll bum his body in the holy place. 
And with the brands fire the traitors' houses. 
Take up the body. [Exeunt Citizens with the bodif. 

Ant. Now let it work ; Mischief; thou art afoot, 
Take thou what course thou wilt ! — ^How now, fellow ? 

Enter a Servant 

8erv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant. Where is he 7 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Cssar's house. 

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him : 
He comes upon a wish. ' Fortune is merry. 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the pates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike, they had some notice of the people, 
How I ^d moved them. Bring me to Octavius. [ExeunL 



ACT IV. 

Antomy, OoUvioi, md Lepidot, aarame the fovenment of Room. TlMy in dppotti 
by Bnitiu and Cassiiii, who levy powen to make war on the trinniYirate. 

SCENE.— B^ore Brutus' Tent, in ike Camp near Sardis. 

Drum. — Enter Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius, and Soldiers : TiTHfius 
and PiNDARUs meeting them. 

Bru. Stand here. 

Lujc. Give the word, ho ! and stand. 
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BriL What now, Lacilias ? is Cassias near t 

Luc, He is at hand ; and Pindaros is come 
To Jo you salutation from his master. 

[PuxDARVsgives a later to Bbuti» 

Bru. He mets me well. — ^Your roaster, Plndams, 
In his own change, or by ill cheers, 
Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Thinffs done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 
I shaU be satisfied. 

Pin, I do not doubt. 

But that my noble roaster will appear 
Such as he is, fuU of regard, and honor. 

Bru, He is not doubted.— A word, Lucilius; 
How he receiv'd you, let roe be leaolv'd. 

//tic. With courtesy, and with respect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances. 
Nor with such free and friendly conference, 
As he hath used of old. 

Bru. Thou hast describ'd 

A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay. 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith : 
But hollow men, like horses hot at Imnd, 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle ; 
But when they should endure the Uoody spur. 
They Ml their crests, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on 7 

Luc, They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter'd ; 
The greater part, the horse in general, 
Are come with Cassius. [Ma^^ch withm 

Bru, Hark, he is arriv'd : — 

Biarch gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cxssius, and Soldiers. 

Cos, Stand, ho ! 

Bru, Stand, ho ! Speak the word along. 

Within, Stand. 

Within. Stand. 

Within. Stand. 

Cos. Most noble brother, you have done me wrong. 

Bru. Judge me, you godd ! Wrong I mine enenues t 
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother ? 

Cas, Brutus, this sober form of yours hicbs wrongs ; 
And when you do then— 

Bru. Cassius, be content, 

Bpeak your griefs soflly,— I do know you well :— 
Before the eyes of both our armies here. 
Which shculd perceive nothing but love from us. 
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fjet US not wrangle : Bid t}iem move away , 
Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefe, 
Ajid I will give you audience. 

Oas. Pindarus, 

Bid our commanders lead their charges ofif 
A little from tWs ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do you the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [ExeunL 

SCENE m.^WUhintU Tefnt qf'QrxAxx'B, 

Lucius and Titinius al some distance from U, 

Enter Brutus and Cassius. 

Cas. That you have wrong'd me doth appear in this : 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; , 

Wherein, my letters, praying on his side. 
Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 

Bru, You wrong'd yourself, to write in such a case. 
Cas. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence should bear his conunent. 

Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm ; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeservers. 

Cas. I an itching palm ? 

You know, that you are Brutus that speak this, 
Or, by the gods, this speedi were else your last. 

Bru. The name of Cassius honors this corruption. 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 
Cas. Chastisement ! 

Bru. Remember March, the ides of Mai^h remembor. 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake 7 
What viUain touch'd his body, that did stab. 
And not for justice ? What, shall one of us, 
That struck the foremost man of all this work!, 
But for supporting robbers ; shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes ? 
And sell the mighty space of our large honors, 
For so much trash, as may be grasp^ thus ?— 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon. 
Than such a Roman. 

Cas. Brutus, bay not me, 

Pll not endure it : you forget yourself, 
To hedge me in ; I am a soldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 
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BrtL Go to ; you're not, Cassuus. 

Cos, I am. 

Bru. I say, you are not. 

Co*. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further. 

Bru, Away, slight man ! 

Cos. I8*t pofisibTe 7 

Bru. Hear me, for I will speak. 
Must I give way and room to your rash choler 1 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman stares 7 

Cos, O ^(3s ! ye gods ! must I endure all this 7 

Bru. All this 7 ay, and more: Fret till your proud heart Ureak . 
Go, show your slaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge 7 
Must I observe you 7 Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humor 7 By the gods. 
You sbial] digest the venom of your spleen. 
Though it^o split you ; for, from this day forth, 
I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waspish. 

Cos. Is it come to this 7 

Bru, You say, you are a better soldier : 
Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true, 
And it shall please me well : For mine own part, 
I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cos, You wrong me every vmy ; you wrong me, Brutus ; 
I said, an elder soldier, not a better r 
Did I say, better 7 

Bru. If you did, I care not 

Cas. When CaBsar liv'd, he durst not thus have moved xn^i. 

Bru, Peace, peace ; you durst not so have tempted him 

Cas. I durst not ? 

Bru. No. 

Cas. W"*iat ? durst n^t tempt him 7 

Brtu For your life, you durst not 

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love, 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sony for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 
For I am armM so strong in honesty, 
That they pass by me as the idle wind. 
Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you deny'd me ;— 
For I can raise no money by vile means : 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile tra^ 
By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions. 
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Which you denied me : Was that done like Cassius 7 
Should I have answer'd Caius Cassius so ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 
To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces ! 

Cas. I denied you not. 

Bru, You did. 

Cas, 1 did not : — ^he was but a fool, 

That brought my answer back. — ^Brutus hath riv'd my heart; 
A friend should bear his friend's infirmities ; 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru, I do not, tUl you practise them on me. 
Cas. You love me not. 

Bru, I do not like your faults, 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 
Bru, A flatterer's would not, though they do fq)pear 
Vs huge as high Olympus. 

Cas, Come, AnUmy, and young Oetavius, come, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 
For Cassius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ; 
Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults observ'd. 
Set in a note-book, leam'd and conn'd by rote. 
To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes ! — ^There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breast ; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than cold : 
If that thou be'st a Roman, take it form ; 
I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 
Strike, as thou didst at Caesar ; for, I know. 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov'dst him better 
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. 

Bru, Sheathe your dagger: 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 
Do w&it you will, dishonor shall be humor. 
Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ; 
Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark, 
And straight is cold again. 

Cas. Hath Cassius liv'd 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-temper'd vexeth him ? 
Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 
Cas, Do vou confess so much ? Give me your hand* 
Bru. And my heart too. 
Cas, O Brutus !— 

Bru, What's the matter ? 

Cas, Have you not love enough to bear with me. 
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When that nsh hnmor, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru, Yes, Cassias ; and, heneefoitl^ 

When yon are over-earnest with yoor Brutus, 
Ho'l) think yoor mother chkies, and leave you so. 

Cos. I did not think, you could have been so angry. 

Bru. O Cassias, I am sick of many griefis. 

Cos. Of your philosophy yoa make no use, 
If you give place to accidentid evils. 

Bru. No man bean sorrow better : — ^Pcntia is dead. 

Cos. Ha! Portia! 

Bru, She is dead. 

Cos, How scap'd I killing, when I cross'd you to 7 

insupportable and touchii^ loss ! — 
Upon wnat sickness 7 

Bru. Impatient of my absence ; 

And grief, that yomig Octavios with Itork Antoin^ 
Have made themselves so strong ; — ^for with her oeath 
That tidings came ;-«With this she fell distract. 
And, her attendants absent, swallow'd fire. 

Cos. And died so 7 

Bru. Even so. 

Cos. O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, withunne and tapers. 

Bru. Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl of wine. 
In this I bury all unkindness. Cassias. [Z>i tnlbL 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge : — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup ; 

1 cannot drink to4 much of Brutus' love. [Dmikk 

Be-enier Titinius, with Messala. 

Bru. Come in, Titinius : Welcome, good Messala. 
Now sit we close about this taper here, 
And call in question our necesoties. 

Cas. Portia, art thou gcme 7 

Bru. No mcfre, I pray you. — 

Messala, I have here received letters. 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a misfaty power, 
Bending their expedition towara Philippi. 

Mes* Myself have letters of the self-same tenor. 

Bru, With what addition 7 

Mes, That by proscription, and bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Le^ndus, 
Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru, Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Mine speak of seventy senators that died. 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 
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Cos, Cicero one? 

Mes, Ay, Cicero is dead. 

And by that order of proscription. — 
Had you your letter^ from your wife, my lord ? 
Sru, No, Messala. 

Mes. Nor nothins in your letters writ of her 1 
Bru, Nothing, Messala. 

Mes. That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru. Why ask you ? Hear you aught of her in yours 1 
Mes. No, my lord. 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell : 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 

Bru, Why, farewell, Portia. — ^We must die, Messala: 
With meditating that she must die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 

Mes. Even so great men ereat losses should endaie. 
Cos. I have as much of this in art as you. 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi presently ? 
Cos. I do not think it good. 
Bru. Your reason. 

Cos. This it is: 

Tis better, that the enemy seek us : 
So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, 
Doinff himself offence ; whilst we, lying still. 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place to better. 
The people, 'twlxt Philippi and this grouncl, 
Do stand but in a forcM affection ; 
For they have grudg'd us contribution : 
The enemy, marching along by them. 
By them snail make a fuller number up. 
Come on refreshed, new-added, and encouraged ; 
From which advantage shall we cut him of^ 
If at Philippi we do face him there. 
These people at our back. 

Cos. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru. Under your pardon. — ^You must note beside^ 
That we have tried the utmost of our friends, 
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe : 
The enemy increaseth every day, 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. . 
There is a Jtide in the affiurs of men. 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortuno: 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat. 
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And we must take the current when it serves, 
Or lose our ventures. 

Cku, Then, with your wiQ, go on : 

We'll alon^ ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru, The deep of night is crept upon our talk. 
And nature must obey necessity ; 
Which we wUl niggard with a httle rest 
There Is no more to say 7 

Cos, No more. Good night ; 

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 

Bru, Lucius, my gown — [Exit Lucius.]— Farewell, gooi Me» 
sala; — 
Good night, Titinius.-*-N€Ue, noble Cassius, 
Good night, and good repose. 

Cku. O my dear brother! 

This was an ill bemnning of the night : 
Never come sock division 'tween our soiUi ! 
Let it not, Brutus. 

BriL Every thing is well. 

Cos. Crood night, my lonL 

Brtu Crood night, good brother. 

TU. Mes, Good night, lord Brutus.- 

Bru, Farewell, every one. 

[Exeunt Cassius, Titinius, and Mbssala* 

Rc'enter Lucius, unih the gown. 

Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument ? 

Luc, Here in the tent 

Bru. What, thou speak'st drowsily t 

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o'er-watehVk 
Call Claudius, and some other of my men ; 
ril have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 

Luc, Varro, and Claudius ! 

Enter Vaero, and Claudius. 

Var. Calls my lord ? 

Bru, I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep ; 
It may be, I shall raise vou by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius, 

Var, So please vou, we will stand, and watch your pleasure. 

Bru, I will not have it so : lie down, good sirs ; 
It may be, I shall otherwise bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, here's the book I sought iot so : 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. [Servants Medcu^ 

Luc, 1 was sure, your lordship did not give it me. 

Bru, Bear with me, ffood boy, I am much forgetful. 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile. 
And touch thy instrument a strain or twp ? 

l/uc. Ay, my lord, an it please you. 
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Bru. It does, my boy : 

1 trouble thee too much, but thou arjj w-Uling. 

Lmc. It is my duty, sir. 

Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might ; 
I know, young bloods look for a time of rest. 

ifttc. 1 have slept, my lord, already. 

Bru. It is well done ; and thou shalt sleep again ; 
I will not hold thee long : if I do live, 

I will be good to thee. •[JWusic, and a song. 

• This is a sleepy tune : — O murd'rous slumber ! — 
Lay'st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy. 
That plays thee music ? — Gentle knave, good night ; 
I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee. 
If thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument ; 
I'll take it from thee : and, good boy, good night. 
Let me see, let me see : — ^Is not the leaf turird down, 
Where I left reading ? Here it is, I think. [He sits down. 

Enter the Ghost of C-ESAE. 

How ill this taper bums ! — Ha ! who comes here ? 
I think, it is the weakness of mine eyes, 
That shapes this monstrous apparition. 
It comes upon me : — Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil, 
That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to stare ? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 

•Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. 

Bru. Why com*st thou ? 

Ghost. To tell thee, thou shalt see me at PhilippL 

Bru. Well; 
Then I shall see thee again ? 

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi. [Ghost vanishes, 

Bru. Why, I shall see thee at Philippi then. — 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanishest : 
III spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. — 
Boy ! Lucius ! — ^Varro ! Claudius ! Sirs, awake ! 
Claudius ! 

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false. 

Bru. He thinks, he still is at his instrument.— ^ 
Lucios, awake. 

Luc. My lord ! 

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so cry'dst out ? 

Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

Bru. Yes, that thou didst : Didst thou see any thing 1 

Luc. Nothing, my lord. 

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius. — Sirrah, Claudius ! 
Fellow thou ! awake. 

Var. My lord. 

Clau. My lord. 
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Bru. Wh5 did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep 7 

Var. Ciau. Did we, my lord ? 

Brtu * Ay, saw you any thing ? 

Var, No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clou. Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Cassius ; 
Bid him set on his powers beting before. 
And we will follow. 

Var, Clau, It shalj be done, my lord. [ExeunL 

ACT V. 

TIm fifth Aet b oeonpied with the battle of Philippi, the defeat and death of Bratos 
aad Ca«ii». They perish by their own hands. The Drama ends with the folk»wnff 
eologiani on Bratoe, by Antony and Ootavins. 

Ant, This was the noblest Roman of them all : 
All the conspirators, save only he, 
Did that they did in envy of great Cssar ; 
He, only, in a general honest thought, 
And common ffxA to all, made one of them. 
His life was ^ntle ; and the elements 
So mixM in him, that Nature mi|^t stand up. 
And say to all the world. This was a man ! 

Oct. According to his virtue let us use him, 
With all respect, and rites of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie. 
Most like a soldier, order'd honorably.— 
So, call the field to rest : and let^s away, 
To port the glories of this happy day. [Exeunt 



TWELFTH-NIGHT: 

OR, 

WHAT YOU WILL. 



Shakrieare appean to have invariably sought for the originals of his plots from 
•omroee within his reach.— The Italian novelists of his period famished ample materia^ for 
his pnrpose, bnt although tiiere are traces to be fonnd in the present Comedy, of incidents, 
which ai» evidently borrowed from these sources, yet even the indnstrions and acnte re- 
eearcbes of the critics cannot distinctly trace out the precise anthorities, to which the Poet it 
iadehted fw the groundwork of this delightful Comedy*^ 

There is in this Drama, an under plot,— skilfully interwoven into the main subject, yet, 
in BO degree necessary to the cnief action of the Play. The nature of our design, has in* 
dnced the rejection of the comic incidents, which form Uie minor {Jot, so that we might 
inoiMporate into our selections, the entire main story, with all its charming beauties of 
graoefnl and tonrtiing Poetry. ^ 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Orsino, Duke of Illyria. 

Sebastian, a young gentUman, brother to Viola. 

Antonio, a $ea captain, friend to Sebastian. 

A sea captain, friend to Viola. 

Valentine, Cimio, gentlemen attending on the Duke. 

Sir Toby Belch, uncU of Olivia. 

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Malvolio, steward to Olivia. 

Fabian, Clown, servants to Olivia. 

Olivia, a rich Countess. 
Viola, in love with the Duke. 
Maiua, Olivia's woman. 

Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and other Attendants* 

SCENE. — A City in Illyria ; and the Sea-coast near it. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.— An AparlmerU in the Duke's Pdlaoe 
Enter Duke, Curio, Lords ; MusiciaTis attendvtg. 

Duke, If muiic be the food of love, play on, 
Give me excess of it ; that, surfeiting, 

ITie appetite may sicken, and so die. 

That strain again ;— it had a dying foil : 
O, it came o'er my ear like the sweet sonta. 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, p 

Stealing, and giving odor. — Enough ; no more ; 
Tis ijot so sweet now, as it was before. 
O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou ! 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there. 
Of what validity and pitch soever, 
But falls into abatement and low price. 
Even in a minute ! so full of shapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high-fantastical. 

Cur, Will you go hunt, my lord ? 

Duke. What, Curio ? 

Cur. The halt 

Diike. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have : 
O when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought, she purg'd the air of pestilence ; 
That instant was I tum'd into a hart ; 
And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds. 
E'er since pursue me. — ^How now ? what news from her t 

Enter Valentine. 

Vol. So please my lord, I might not be admitted. 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 
The element itself, till seven years' heat, 
Shall not behold her £Ke at ample view ; 
But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk, 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine : all this, to season 
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh. 
And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. O, she, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother. 
How will she love, when the rich, golden shaft, 
Hath killM the flock of all affections else 
That live in her ! when liver, brain, and heart. 
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and fill'd, 
(Her sweet perfections,) with one self king ! — 
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Away before r^e to sweet beds of flowers ; 

Love-thoughUr He rich, when canopied wiUi boweni. lExeimL 

SCENE n.— T/ie Seorcoast. 
Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors. 

Vio. W!ja?w country, friends, is this ? 

Cap. ^ Hljrria, lady. 

Vie, And what should I do in lUyria ? 
Ify hr&i»eT he is in Elysium. 
Perchp/^ce, he is not drown'd. — What think you, sailors ? 

Cap. It is perchance, that you yourself were saved. 

Vio. O my poor brother I and so, perchance, may he be. 

Cap. True, madam : and, to comfort you with chance, 
Ass-ji-e yourself, after our ship did split, 
Wbon you, and that poor number saved with you, 
llvng on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 
lHost provident in peril, bind himself 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
To a strong mast, that lived upon the sea ; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
X saw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 
So long as I could see. 

Vio, For saying so, there's gold : 

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy speech serves for authority. 
The like of' him. Know'st thou this country ? 

Cap, Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and bom, 
Not three hours' travel from this very place. 

Vio, Who governs here ? 

Cap, A noble duke, in nature. 

As in his name. 

Vio, What is his name ? 

Cap, Orsino. 

Vio. Orsino ! I have heard my father name him: 
He was a bachelor then. 

Cap. And so is now, 

Or was so very late : for but a month 
Ago I went from hence ; and then 'twas fresh 
In murmur, (as, you know, what great ones do. 
The less will prattle of,) that he did seek 
The love of fair Olivia. 

Vio. What's she? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since ; then leaving hor 
In the protection of his son, her brother, 
Who shortly also died : for whose dear love, 
They say, she hath abjured the company 
And sight of men. 
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Vio. O, that I served that lady : 

And might not be delivered to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow, 
What my estate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compass ; 

Because she will4idmit no kind of suit, 
No, not the duke's. 

Vio. There is a fair behavior in thee, captain ; 
And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe, thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fiur and outward character. 
I pray thee, and I'll pay thee bounteously. 
Conceal me what I am ; and be my aki 
For such disguise as, haply, shall become 
The form of my mtent I'll serve this duke ; 
Thou shalt present me as a page to him, 
It may be worth thy pains ; for I can sing, 
And speak to him in many sorts of music. 
That will allow me very worth his service. 
What else may hap, to time I will commit ; 
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 

Cap, Be thou his page, and I your mute will be ; 
When my ton^e blabs, then let mine eyes not see ! 

Vio. I thank Uiee : Lead me on. [Exeunt 

Violft, hsTiiif dit^iied henelf ia male attire^ obtaini Uie sitnatkm of Taft, ia thf 
Dakt't hoQwboId, vadac the name of Cecario. 

A Room in the Duke's Palace. 
Enter Valentine, amd Viola in marCs attire. 

Vol. If the Duke continue these favors towards you, Cesario, you 
are like to be much advanced ; he hath known you but three days, 
and ahready you are no stranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humor, or my negligence, that you call ia 
ouestion the continuance of his love : Is he inconstant, sir, in his 
Kivors? 

Vol. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, arid Attendants. 

Vio, I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho 7 
^Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof. — Cesario, 
Thou know'st no less but all ; I have unclasp'd 
To tliee the book even of my secret soul : 
Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her; 
Be not deny'd access, stand at her doors. 
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And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow, 
rill thou have audience. 

Vio, Sure, my nohle lord 

If she he so ahandoned to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 

Zii^, Be clamorous, and leap all civil hounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio, Say, I do speak with her, my lord : What then ? 
JDuke. O, then unfold the passion of my love ; 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith. 
It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 
She will attend it hetter in thy youth. 
Than in a nundo of more grave aspect. 
Vio. I think not so, my lord. 
Duke. Dear lad, believe it ; 

For they shall yet belie thy happy years, 
That say, thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth, and rubious ; thy small pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, shrilly and sound, 
And all is semblative a woman's part. 
I know, thy constellation is right apt 
For this affair : — Some four, or five, attend him ; 
All, if vou will ; for I myself am best, 
When least in company : — ^Prosper well in this. 
And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord. 
To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. Ill do my best, 

To woo your lady : yet, — [AsideJ] — a barful strife : 
Whoe'er I woo, n^yself would be his wife. [hxeurU^ 

The Lady Olivia, attended by her waitiaf wmnaa Haiia, aad Malrelio her steward, 
% informed that a meoenxer from the Dnke seeks her presence. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Olivia, Maria, and MALVOLia 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman, mucti 
desires to speak with you. 

OIL From the count Orsino, is it ? 

Mar. I know not, madam ; 'tis a fair young man, and well attended. 

Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar, Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 
, Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you ; he speaks nothing but madman : 
Fye on him \^\ Exit Maria.]— Go you, Malvolio : if it be a suit 
from the count, I am sick or not at home ; what you will, to dismiss 
it — [Exit. Malvolio.] — Now you see, sb. how your fooling grows 
old, and people dislike it. 

Re-enter Malvolio. 
Md. Madam, yond, young fellow swears he wOl speak with you. 
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I told him you were sick ; he takes on him to understand so much, 
and therefore comes to spe^ with you : I told him you were asleep; 
he seems to have a fore-Knowledge of that too, and therefore comes 
to speak with you. What is tol)e said to him, lady ? he's fortified 
against any denial 

OH, Tell him, he shall not speak with me. 

Mdl. He has been told so ; and he says, he'll stand at yoor door 
like a sherifTs post, and be the supporter of a bench, but he'U speak 
with you. 

Olt, What kind of man is he ? 

Mdl. Why, of mankind. 

OIL What manner of man ? 

Mai. Of very ill manner ; he'll speak with you, will you, or no. 

OIL Of what personage, and years, is he ? 

McU. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough for a boy 
He is very well-favored, and he speaks very shrewishly. 

OIL Let him approach : Call in my gentlewoman. 

Mai. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. lExU 

Re-erOer Maria. 
OIL Give me my veil : come throw it o'er my face : 
We'll once more hear Orsino's embfissy. 

Enter Viola. 

Vio. The honorable lady oi the house, which is she ? 

OIL Speak to me, I shiul answer for her : Your will ? 

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable beauty, I pray you, 
tell me, if this be the lady of the house, for I never saw her : I would be 
loath to cast away my speech ; for, besides that it is excellently well 
penn'd, I have taken great pains to con it. Good beauties, let me sus- 
tain no scorn ; I am very comptible,'" even to the least sinister usage. 

OH. Whence came you, sir ? 

Vio. I can say little more than I have studied, and that question's 
out of my part. Grood gentle one, give me modest assurance, if you 
be the lady of the house, that I may proceed in my speech. 

OIL Are you a comedian ? 

Vio. No, my profound heart : and yet, by the very fangs of malice, 
I swear I am not that I play. Are you the lady of the house ? 

OH. If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp yourself ; for what 
is yours to bestow, is not yours to reserve, but this is from my 
commission : I will on with my speech in your praise, and then show 
you the heart of my message. 

OIL Come to wnat is important m\ : I forgive you the praise. 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to study it, and *tis poetical. 

OIL It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray you keep it in. I 
heard you were saucy at my gates; and allowed your approach, 
ather to wonder at you than to hear you. If you be not mad, be 

* Acoptmtable. 
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gone ; if yon have reason be brief: 'tis not that time of moon with 
me, to ma!ke one in so skipping a dialogue. Tell me your mind. 
Vio. I am a messenger. 

OIL Sure, you have some hideous matter to deliver, when the 
courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak your office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture of war, no • 
taxation of homage ; I hold the olive in my hand : my words are as 
fiiU of peace as matter. 

OH, Yet you began rudely. What are you ? what would you ? 
Vio, The rudeness that hath appeared in me, have I leam'd from 
my entertainment What I am, ana what I would, are to your ears, 
divinity ; to any other's, profanation. 

OH. Give us the place alone : we will hear this divinity. — [Exit 
Maria.] — Now, sir, what is your text ? 

Vio. Most sweet lady, 

OIL' A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said of it. Where 
Hes your text ? 

Vio, In Orsino's bosom. 

OIL In his bosom ? In what chapter of his bosom ? 
Vio, To answer by the method, in the first of his heart. 
OH, O, I have read it ; it is heresy. Have you no more to say ? 
Vio. Good madam, let me see your face. 

OIL Have you any commission from your lord to negotiate with 
my face ? you are now out of your text : but we will draw the cur- 
tain, and show you the picture. Look you, sir, such a one as I was 
this present : Is't not well done ? [Unveiling. 

Vio, Excellently done, if nature did all. 
OH. 'Tis in grain, sir ; 'twill endure wind and weather. 
Vio, T^.s beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Nature^s own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the cruel'st she aJive, 
If you will lead these graces to the grave. 
And leave the world no copy. 

OH. O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted ; I will give out divers 
schedules of my beauty : It shall be inventoried ; and every particle, 
and utensil, labelled to my will. Were you sent hither to praise 
me? 

Vio, I see you what you are : you are too proud ; 
But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My lord and master loves you ; O, such love 
Could be but recompens'd, though you were crown'd 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 
OIL How does he love me ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears. 
With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 

on. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love him ; 
Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble. 
Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 
Id voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and va-iant, 
17 
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And, in dimension, and the shape of nature, 
A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him ; 
' He might liave tooli his answer long ago. 

Vio, If I did love you in my master^s flame* 
With such a suffering, such a deadly lile, 
• In your denial 1 would find no sense, 
I would not understand it. 

OIL Why, what would yoo f 

Vio, Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my soul within the house ; 
Write loyal cantons of contemned love, 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night ; 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills,^ 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you should pity me. 

on. You might do much : What is your parentage f 

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 
I am a gentleman. 

OIL Get you to your lord ; 

I cannot love him : let him send no more ; 
Unless, perchance, you come to me again. 
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well : 
I thank vou for your pains : spend this for me. 

Vio, 1 am no fee'd post, lady : keep your purse; 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 
Love makes his heart of flint, that you shall love ; 
And let your fervor, like my master's, be 
Plac'd in contempt ! Farewell, fair cruelty. [Eacit 

OIL What is your parentage ? 
Above my fortunes^ yet my state is well ; 
lama genlleman.-^^^Vn be sworn thou art ; 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon : — Not too fast : — soft ! soft i 
Unless the master were the man. — How now 1 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague 1 
Methinks, I feel this youth's perfections, 
With an invisible and subtle stealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.— 
What, ho, Malvolio !— 

Re-enter Malvolio. 

Mdl, Here, madam, at your service. 

OIL Run after that same peevish messenger, * 
The county's man : he left this ring behind him. 
Would I, or not ; tell him, PJl none of it. 
Desire him not to flatter with his lord, 
Nor hold liim up with hopes ; I am not for him : 
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If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
m give him reasons for't. Hie thee, Malvolio, 

Mai. Madam, I will. ^ExiL 

OIL I do I know not what : and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 
Fate, show thy force : Ourselves wf^ do not owe ; 
What is decreed, must be ; and be this so ! f ExiL 

ACT II. . 

SCENE.— A Street, 
Enter Viola ; Malvolio following. 

Mai, Were not you even now with the countess Olivia ? 

Vio, Even now, sir ; on a moderate pace I have since arrired but 
hither. 

Mai, She returns this ring to you, sir ; you might have saved me 
my pains, to have taken it away yourself. She adds, moreover, that 
you should pUt your lord into a desperate assurance she will none of 
him : And one thing more ; that you be n«»ver' so hardy to come 
again in his aflSdrs, unless it be to report your lord's taking of this, 
I&ceive it so. 

Vio. She took the ring of me; Fll none of it. 

Mai, ' Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to hei ; and her will is, it 
should be so returned : if it be worth stooping for, there it lies in 
your eye ; if not, be it his that finds it. [Exit» 

Vio, I left no ring with her : What means this lady ? 
Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm'd her I 
She made good view of me ; Indeed, so much, 
That, sure, methought, her eyes had lost her tongue 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord's rinff ! why, he sent her none. 
I am the man ; — If it be so, (as 'tis,) 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness. 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it, for the proper-false 
In women's waxen hearts to set their forms ! 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we ; 
For, such as we are made of, such we be. 
My master loves her dearly ; 
• And I, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me : 
What will become of this ! As I am man. 
My state is desperate for my master's love; 
As I am woman, now alas the day ! 
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What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia bieathe 7 

O time, thou must entangle this, not I ; 

It is too hard a kn.'t for me to untie. [Exit 

Viola beooniM enamored of the Dake,and with exquisite deUcaeydesenbes hei ow« 
ftefiafB, while piofeMtnc to narrate her sirteri ttory. 

SCENE.— A Roam in the Duke's Palace. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others, 

Duke, Give me some music . — ^Now, good morrow, friends : 

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song. 
That M and antique song we heard last night : 
Methought, it did relieve my passion much ; 
More than light airs and recollected terms. 
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times :— 
Come, but one verse. 

Cur. He is not here, so please your kixlship, that should sing it. 

Duke, Who was it? 

Cur, Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool, that the lady Olivia's &thef 
took much delight in : he is about the house. 

jDuite. Seek him' out, and phiy the tune the whOe. 

[Exit CuEia — Musia 
Come hither, boy ; if ever thou shalt love, 
In the sweet pangs of it, remember me : 
For, such as I am, all true lovers are ; 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else. 
Save, in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. — How dost thou like this tune ? 

Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat 
Where Love is thron d. 

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly : 

My life upon't, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stay'd upon some favor that it loves ; 
Hath it not, boy 7 

Vio, A little, by your favor. 

Dvke. What kind of woman is't ? 

Vio, Of your complexion. 

Duke, She is not worth thee then. What years, i' feith f 

Vio, About your years, my lord. 

Duke, Too old, by heaven. Let still the woman take 
\n elder than herself; so wears she to him, 
So sways she level in her husband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn. 
Than women's are. 

Vio. I think it well, my lord. 

Dvke. Then let thy love be younger than thyself. 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : 
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For women are as roses ; whose fair flower, 
Being once display'd, doth fail that very hour. 

Vio, And so they are ; alas, that they are so ; 
To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 

Duke. Once more, Cesario, 
Cret thee to yond* same sovereign cruelty : 
Tell her, my love, more noble Uian the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 
The parts that fortune hath bestow'd upon her, 
Tell ner, I hold as giddily as fortune ; 
But *tis that miracle, and queen of gems. 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul. 

Vio, But if she cannot love you, sir ? 

Jhike. I cannot be so answer'd. 

Vio, 'Sooth, but you 

Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is, 
Hath for your love as gieat a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; 
You tell her so ; Must she not then be answered 7 

Duke. There is no woman's sides, 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth mve my heart : no woman's heart 
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention. 
But mine is all as hungry as the sea. 
And can digest as mudi : make no compare 
Between tluit love a woman can bear me, 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio. Ay, but I know, — 

Duke. What dost thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may: 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man. 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I should your lordship. 

Duke. And what's her history ? 

Vio. A blank, my lord : She never told her lov«^ 
But let concealment, like a worm i' the bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought ; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 
She sat Kke patience on a monument, 
Smihng at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 
We men may say more, swear more : but, indeed. 
Our shows are more than will ; for still we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke, But died thy sister of her love, my boy? 

Vio. I am all the daughters of my father's house^ 
And all the brotb«»rs coo ; — aad yet I know not.— 
Sir, shall I to this lady ? 
* Duke. Ay, that's the theme. 
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To her in haste ; give her this jewel ; say. 
My love can give no place, bide no denay.* 

ACT III. 

Olivia, and Viola. 

AeoordiBf to the Doke*! iastnictiou, Viola afain prawntt bendf ta Olivia, bat fiaii 
tiM lady OBwiUiaf to liiteB to Onino'i aBlt. The eaoM it ezplaiaed ia the ibllowiaf 

OIL Give me your hand, sir. 

Vio, My duty, madam, and most humble senrce. 

OIL W hat is your name ? 

Vio, Ceuano is your servant's name, fair princess. 

OIL My servant, sir ! 'Twas never merry world 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment : 
You are servant to the count Orsino, youth. 

Vio, And he is yours, and his must needs be yours ; 
Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 

OIL For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than filled with me ! 

Vto. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf: — 

OIL O, by your leave, I pray you ; 

I bade you never speak again of him : 
But, would you undertake another suit, 
I had rather hear you to solicit that, 
Than music from the spheres. 

Vto. Dear lady , 

OIL Give me leave, I beseech you : Idid send 
After the last enchantment you did here, 
A ring in chase of you ; so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you : 
Under your hard construction must: I sit, 
To force that on you, in a shameful cunning. 
Which you knew none of yours : What might you think ? 
Have you tiot set mine honor at the stake. 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? To one of your receiving 
Enough is shown ; a Cyprus, not a bosom. 
Hides my poor heart : So let me hear you speak. 

Vio, I pity you. 

OIL That's a degree to love. 

Vio, No, not a step ; for 'tis a vulgar prool, 
Thai very oft we pity enemies. 

OH. Why, then, methinks, 'tis time to smile again. 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 

• Denial. 
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If one should be a prey, how much the better 

To fell before the lion, than the wolf? fCxA strikeM 

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time.— 

Be not afraia, good youth, T will not have you : 

And yet, when wit and^youth is come to harvest, 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 

There lies your way, due west 

Vio. Then westward-bo : 

Grace, and good disposition 'tend your ladyship ! 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me ? 

OH. Stay: 
I pr'ythee, tell me, what thou think'st of me. 

Vio, That you do think, you are not what you are. 

OH. If I think so, I think the same of yon. 

Vio. Then think you right ; I am not what I am. 

OH, I would you were as I would have you be ! 

Vio, Would it be better, madam, than I am, 
1 wish it might ; for now I am your fool. 

OIL O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 
A mnrd'rous guilt shows not itself more soon 
Than love that would seem hid : love's night is noon. 
Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 
By maidhood, honor, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 
Do not extort thy reasons from this clause. 
For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause : 
But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter : 
Love sought is good, but given unsought, is better 

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth, 
And that i o woman has ; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam ; never more 
Will I my master's tears to you deplbre. 

OH. Yet come again : for thou, perhaps, may'st move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. [ExetinL 



ACT V. 

BelMftian, the twin-brother of Viola, if saved from the wrack in which he believei hii 
ilrter was lost. Having bnsiness at Orsino's court, he arrives there accompanied by his 
fUend Antonio. He is supposed to be the exact coanterpart of his sister, as she appears, 
when disguised as the Page. In passing near Olivia's house, lie n encountered by a 
•ervant of the lady's, who has been sent to request Viola will come and speak with 
Olivia. He denies all knowledge of the lady, but Olivia enters, and believing him to be 
Viola, entreats him to enter the house : he consents, — and the lady so charms him, that 



968 SHAKSPEARIAN READER. 

h« y'jMi & wiOioff tMeiit to ber propotak of immediate marriage. Tbe {hk» ttM imiJa 
iag in his pawion Tor Olivia, determine* to aeelc die lady in pertoa, acoompanied hy 
Viola. Ob reaoliing Olivia's bonae, he k met by Antunio, Sebastian's fViend, who 
aooosts Viola, svpposinf her to be Sebastian. Tbe Duke, sopposing the man to be in- 
KUM, indifnaatly lebnkes him. --OliTia enters from tbe boose, and seMsg Viola, addnmaa 
ber ai ber lately married husband. 

Duke. Here comes the countess; now heaven walks on earth. — 
But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madness : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 
But more of that anon. Take him aside. 

OIL What would my lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ? — 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio, Madam? 

Duke. Gracious Olivia,—— 

OH. What do you say, Cesario ?— Good my lord , 

Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes me. 

OK, If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear, 
As howling after music. 

Duke. Still so cruel? 

Oil Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. What ! to perverseness ? you uncivil lady. 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull'st offerings hath breath'd out, 
That e'er devotion tenderM ! What shall 1 do ? 

OH. Even what it please my lord, that shall become hinw 

Duke. Why should I not, biad I the heart to do it, 
lake to the Egyptian thief, at point of death. 
Kill what I love ; a savage jealousy, 
That sometime savors nobly ? — ^But hear me this : 
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith. 
And that I partly know the instrument 
That screws me from my true place in your favc^*. 
Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, stul ; 
But this your minion, whom, I know, you love. 
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly. 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he sits crowned in his master's spite. — 
Come, boy, with me ; my tlioughts are ripe in mischief: 
rU sacrifice the lamb that I do love. 
To spite a raven's heart within a dove. [Gomg 

Vto. And I, most jocund^ apt, and willingly. 
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. [FdCUnmng 

OH. Where goes Cesario ? 

yio. After him I love, 

More than I love these eyes, more than my life. 
More, by aU mores, than e'er I shall love wife: 
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If I do feign, you witnesses above, 
Punish my life, for tainting of my love ! 

OH, Ah me, detested ! how am I beg'uilM ! 

Vio. Who does beguile you ? who cfoes do you wrong ? 

OIL Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so long ? — 
Call forth the holy father. [ExU an Attewkuit 

Duke. Come away. [To V1014A 

OH. Whither, my lord ? Cesario, husband, stay. 

Duke. Husband? 

OH. Ay, hushand, ean he that deny ? 

Duke. Her husband, sirrah ? 

Vio. No, my lord, not I. 

OH. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear, 
That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up ; 
Be that thou know'st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'st.— -O, welcome, father ! 

Re-enter Attendant and Priest 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence. 
Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness, what occasion now 
Reveals before 'tis ripe,) what thou dost know, 
Hath newly past between this youth and me. 

PriesL A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attested by the holy close of lips, 
Strengthen'd by interchangement of your rings ; 
And tdl the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my testimony : 
Since when, my watch hath toki me, toward my grave» 
I have travelled but two hours. 

Duke. O, thou dissembling cub ! what wilt thou bo 
When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case ? 
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow, 
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet 

Vio. My lord, I do protest, — 

OH. O, do not swear; 

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear. 

Enter Sebastian. 

Duke. One face, one habit, and two persons i 
A natural perspective, that is, and is not 

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
How have the hours rack'd ind tortur'd me» 
Since I have lost thee. 
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Ant, Sebastian are yoa ? 

8eb. Fear'st thou that, Antonio f 

Ant, How have yon made division of yourself ?— 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 

OH, Most wonderful ! 

8eb, Do I stand there ? I never bad a brother : 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 
Of here and every where. I had a sister. 
Whom the blind waves and surges have devour'd :— - 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [To Vu m.a. 

What countrvman ? what name ? what parenta|;e ? 

Vio, Of Messaline : Sebastian was my fiUher , 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 
So went he suited to his watery tomb : 
If spirits can assume both form and suit 
You come to fright us. 

Set. Were you a woman, as the rest eoes even, 
I should my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And say — ^Thrice welcome, drowned Viola ! 

Vio, My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb. And so had mine. 

Vio, And died that day when Viola from her birth 
Had number'd thirteen years. 

Seb, O, that record is lively^ in my" soul ! 
He finished, indeed, in his mortal act. 
That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both 
But this my masculine usurp'd attire, 
Do not embrace me, tiU each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump, 
That I am Viola : which to confirm, 
I'll bring you to a captain in this town. 
Where Tie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help 
I was preserv'd, to serve this noble count ; 
All the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 

Seb, So comes it, lady, you have been mistook : ITo Ojuyza. 

But nature to her bias drew in that, 
You would have been contracted to a maid ; 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd. 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 

Duke. Be not amaz'd ; right noble is his blood.— 
If this be so, as } et the glass seems true, 
I shall have share in this most happy wreck : 

Boy, thou hast said te me a thousand times, [To Vio. 

Thou never should'st love woman like to me. 

Vio, And all those sayings will I over-swear ; 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul. 
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As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That severs day from night 

Duke. Give me thv hand ; 

And let me see thee in thy woman's weeds. 

Vio, The captain, that did bring me first on shon^ 
HaUi my maid's garments : he upon some action, 
Is now in durance : at MalvoHo's suit, 
A gentleman, and follower of my lady's. 

OH, He shall enlarge him. 
My lord, so please vou, these things further thought on, 
To think me as well a sister as a wife, 
One day shall crown the alliance on't, so please yon, 
Here at my house, and at my proper cost. 

Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace your ofi^.— 
Yoor master quits you; — [To Viola.] — and, for your service done 

him. 
So much against the mettle of your sex. 
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding. 
And since yon call'd me master for so long, 
Here is my hand ; you shall from this time be 
Your master's mistress. 

OK. A sister ? — you are she. 

Duke. A solemn combination shaU be made 
Of our dear souls— Meantime, sweet sister. 
We will not part from hence. — CesariQ,'come ; 
For so you shall be, while you are a man ; 
But when in other habits you are seen, 
Orsufto's mistress, and his nincy's qneoQ. f ExeunU 
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" Piety, spotloH parity, tendemen combined with firmness, and aa eloqaeaoethe most per- 
loasive, unite to render her singolariy interesting and attractive." Of the general ezoelleBM 
•f this Drama, Mr. Verplanck Justly remarks, that " there b no composition, of tbo 
same length, in the langvage, which has left more of its ex pressive phnues, its moral aphor 
hms, its brief sentences, ciowded with meaning, fixed on the general osAnsory, aad ena- 
•odied by daily nse in every form of popular eloqnenoe, argument, and literatare.** 

Oar extracts, though necessarily brief, will be foond to embody the principal strikuif 
I of this truly impressive composition. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

VicEifTio, Duke of Vienna. 

Anoelo, lord deputy in the Doke's abgenee, 

EscALUS, an antient lord, joined mth Angelo m the d^'putation, 

3LA.UDI0, a young gentleman. 

LuciOt a fantastic. 

Two other like gentlemen. 

Varrius, a gentleman, servant to the Duke 

Provost. 

Thobias, Peter, two friars, 

A Justice. 

Elbow, a simple constable. 

Froth, a foolish gentleman. 

down, servant to Mrs. Over-don*. 

Abhorson, an executioner. 

BArnardine, a dissolute prisoner. 

Isabella, sister to Claudio 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 
Juliet, beloved by Claudio. 
Francisca, a nun. 
Mistress Over-done, 

Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, Officers, and other AttendanU, 

SCENE.— Vienna. 
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The Duke of Vienna, determines to examine in pennn, the condition of his penile. 
To do this effectnally he parposes to resign, for a period, his government into the keeping 
of Lord Angelo, and Escalns, and in disguise to mix with his snbjects and learn theti 
■ctnal condition, and ascertain whetlier tiie laws are faithfully administered. 

ACT 1. 

SCENE I.—Ar» Apartment in the Duke's Palace, 

Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords, and Attendants. 

Dvke, Escalus,— 

Escal. My lord. 

Dvke, Of government the properties to unfold, 
Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse ; 
Since I am put to know, that your own science 
. Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice 
My strength can give you : Then no more remains 
But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is aWe, 
And let them work. The nature of our peq^le, 
Our city's institutions, and the terms 
For common justice, you are as pregnant in, 
As art and practice bath enriched any 
That we remember : There is our commission. 
From which we would not have you warp. — Ca.* hither, 
I say, bid come before us Angelo. — [^Exit an Attendant 

What figure of us think you he will bear ? 
For you must know, we have with special soul 
Elected him our absence to supply ; 
Lent him our terror, drest him with our love ; 
And given his deputation all the organs 
Of our own power : What think you of it ? 

Escah If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo sud: ample grace and honor, 
Jt is lord Angelo. 

ETOer Angelo. 

Jhike, Look, where he comes. 

^ Ang. Always obedient to your grace's will, 
I come to know your pleasure. 

Duke, Angelo, 

There is a kind of character in thy life, 
Tliat, to the observer, doth thy history 
Fully unfold : Thyself and thy belongmgs 
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste 
Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee. 
Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do ; 
Not light them for themselves : for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd. 
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Bat to fine issnes : nor nature never lends 

The smallest scruple of her excellence, 

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 

Herself the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech 

To one that can my part in him advertise ; 

Hold therefore, Aneelo ; 

In our remove, be tnou at full ourself : — 

Moriality and mercy in Vienna 

live in tny tongue and heart : Escalus, 

Though &«t in question, is the secondary : 

Take thy commission. 

Ang. Now, good my lord, 

Let there be some more test made of my metal. 
Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp'd upcm it 

Ihike- No more evasion : 

We have with a leaven'd and prepu^ choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honors. 
Our iiaste from hence is of so quick condition, 
That It prefers itself, and leaves unquestioned 
Matters of needful value. We shall write to yon. 
As time and our concemings shall importune, 
How it goes with us ; and do look to Know 
What doch befall you here. So, fare you well : 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your commissions. 

Ang. Yet, mve leave, my lord, 

That we may bring you someuiing on the way. 

Duke, My haste may not admit it ; 
Nor need you, on mine honor, have to do 
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own : 
So to enforce, or qualify the laws 
As to your soul seems goni. Give me your hand $ 
m privily away : I love the people, 
But do not like to sta^ me to their eyes : 
Though it do well, I do not relish well 
Their loud applause, and aves vehement : 
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion, 
That does affect it Once more, fiaire you well. 

Ang, The heavens give safety to your purposes ! 

Escal. Lead forth, and bring you back in happiness. 

Duke, I thank you : Pare you well. ^ExiL 

Eseal, I shall desire you, sir, to mve me leave 
To have free speech with you ; and it concerns mo 
To look into the bottom of my place : 
A power I have ; but of what strength and nature 
I am not yet instructed. 

An^, 'Tis so with me :— Let us withdraw together 
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And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

EscaL I'll wait upon your honor. [ExeunU 

The Duke proceeds to a Monastery in the city, and assnmet the diaiptise of a Ff te 

SCENE.— -A Monastery, 

Enter Dxtke, and Friar Thomas. 

Dvke, No ; holy father ; throw away that thought ; 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Gan pierce a complete bosom : why I desire thee 
To give me secret harbor, hath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri, May your grace speak of it ? 

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever lov'd the life removed ; 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies. 
Where youth, and costs, and witless bravery keeps. 
I have deliver'd to lord Angelo 
(A man of stricture, and firm abstinence,) 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he supposes me travelled to Poland ; 
For so I have strew'd it in the common ear, 
And so it is receiv'd : Now, pious sir, 
. Vou wiU demand of me, why I do this ? 
Fri, Gladly, my lord. 

Dvke. We have strict statutes, and most biting laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs for headstrong steeds,) 

Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep 

Even like an o'ergrown lion in a cave. 

That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond fathers 

Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch, 

Only to stick it in their children's sight, 

For terror, not to use ; in time the rod 

Becomes more mock'd, than fear'd, so our decrees, 

Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 

And liberty plucks justice by the nose. 

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 

Groes all decorum. 

Fri. It rested on your grace 

To unloose this tied-up justice, wHen you pleas'd : 

And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd, 

Than in Lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful : 

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people scope, 

•Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them 

For what I bid them do : For we bid £is be done^ 
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When evil deeds have their permissive pass, 

And not the punishment Therefore, indeed, my father, 

I liave on Angelo imposM the office ; 

Who may, in the ambash of my name, striJse home. 

And yet my nature never in the sight, 

To do it slander : And to behold his sway, 

I will, an 'twere a brother of yonr order. 

Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr'ythee 

Hupply me with the habit, and instruct me 

How I may formallv in person bear me 

like a true friar. More reasons for this action, 

At our more leisure shall I render you ; 

Only, this one : — Lord Angelo is precise ; 

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses 

That his blood flows, or that his appetite 

Is more to bread than stone : Hence shall we see, 

If power change purpose, what our seemers be. [Exeant 

ACT n. 

Angelo ammM th« government, with rigid aeveiity ; h» jnAs intt* awotment, oU 
laws, long dbated, and makes ofienden pay the ntmoit penalty for their UanfgreaBioni. 

Clandio, a profligate yonng gentleman, is oondemnod to death, nndc/ one of tbeie re* 
▼ired laws. He prevails on his sister Isabella, a yonng novioe, to leave the ch^stM, aai 
go in penoB to Angdo, aad endeavor to obtain a pardon from the Lord Deputy. 

SCENE.— A hda in Angelo's House. 
Enter Angelo, and Escalus. 

Ang, We must not make a scare-crow of the law. 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey. 
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

Escal, Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little. 
Than fall, and bryise to death : Alas ! this gentleman, 
Whom I would save, had a most iioble father. 
Let but your honor know, 
(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,) 
That, in the working of vour own affections. 
Had time coher'd with place, or place with wishing 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attain'd the effect of your own purpose. 
Whether you had not sometime in your life 
Err'd in this point which now you censure him,. 
And pull'd the law upon you. 

Ang, 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny, 



MSASURB FOR XTRASTnUS. 877 

The jifry, passing on the prisoner's life, 

May, in Uie sworn twelve, have a thief or two 

Guiltier than him they try : What's open made to justice 

That justice seizes. What know the laws, 

That thieves do pass on thieves ? Tis very pregnant, 

The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it, 

Because we see it ; but what we do not see, 

We tread upon, and never think of it 

You may not so extenuate his offence. 

For [ have had such faults : but rather tell me, 

When I, that censure him, do so offend, 

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 

Escal. Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang. Where is the [Hrovoet 7 

Prov. Here, if it like your honor. 

Ang. See that^Claudio 

Be executed by nine to-morrow .morning : 
Brin^ him his confessor, let him be prepared ; 
For that's the utmost of his pilgrimage. [Exii PifyvaK. 

Escal, Well, heaven forgive him ! and forgive us all ! 
Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall : 
Some run from brakes of vice, and answer none ; 
And some condemned for a fault alone. 

SCENE.-^Anoiher Room in the same. 
Enter Provost and a Servant. 

Serv, He's hearing of a cause ; he will come straight. 
I'll tell him of you. 

Prov. Pray you do. — [Exit Servant.] — ^Fll know 
His pleasure ; may be, he will relent 

Eni^ ANOELa 
. Ang. Now, what's the matter, provost ? 

Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow ? 

Ang, Did I not tell thee, yea 7 hadst thou not order 7 
Why dost thou ask again 7 

Prov. Lest I might be too rash : 

Under your good correction, I have seen. 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 

Ang, Go to ; let that be mine : 

Do vou your office, or give up your place. 
And you shall well be spar'd. 

Re-enter Servant 

Serv, Here is tlie sister of the man condemn'd. 
Desires access to you. 
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Ang, Hath he a KisterT 

Prtn. Ay, my goiid lord* a very virtaoos maid. 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood. 
If not already. 

Ang, Well, let her be admitted. [Exit SemoL 

Enter Isabella. 

Prov. Save your honor ! 

Ang. Stay a little while. — \To Isab.] — You are welcoow' 
What's your will ? 

Isab, 1 am a woful suitor to your honor. 
Please but your honor hear me. 

Ang, Well, what's your suit ? 

IsM, There is a vice, that most I do abhor, 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice ; 
For which I would not plead, but that I must ; . 
For which I must not plead, but that I am 
At war, 'twixt will, ana will not. 

Ang. Well ; the matter f 

IsM). I have a brother is condemned to die : 
I do beseech you, let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it ! 
Why, every fault's condemned, ere it be done : 
Mine was the very cipher of a function. 
To find the faults, whose fine stands in record. 
And let go by the actor. 

Isab. O just, but severe law ! 

I had a brodier then.— Must he needs die ? 

Ang. Maiden, no4«medy. 

Is(S. Yes ; I do think that you mi^t pardon mm, 
And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy. 

An^. I will not do't 

Isiw. But can you, if you would f 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 

Is(3f. But might you do't, and do the world no wrong, 
If so your heart were touch'd with that remorse 
As mme is to him ? 

Ang. He's sentenc'd ; 'tis too late. 

Is(^. Too late ? why, no ; I, that do speak a word, 
May call it back again : Well, believe this. 
No ceremony that to great ones 'longs, 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword. 
The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Becx>me them with one half so good a graces 
As mercy does. If he had been as you. 
And you as he, you would have slipt like him ; 
But he, like you, would not have been so stent 

Ang, Pray you, begone. 
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Isah. I would to heaven I had your potency. 
And you were Isabel : should it then be thus 7 
No ; 1 would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 
And. ivhat a prisoner. 

Ang, Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waste your words. 

Isab. Alas ! alas ! 

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once ; 
And He that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy : How would vou be. 
If he, which is the top of judgment, sbould 
But judge you as you are ? O, think on that ; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Ldke man new made. 

Ang, Be you content, fair maid ; 

It is me law, not I, condemns your brother : 
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 
It should be thus with him ; — he must die to-morrow. 

Isab, To-morrow ? O, that's sudden ! Spare him, spare aim : 
He's not prepar'd for death ! Even for our kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season ; shall we serve heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gross selves ? Good, good my lord, bethink you : 
Who is It that hath died for this offence ? 
There's many have committed it. 

Ang, The law hath not been dead, though it hath slept: 
Those many had not dar'd to do that evil. 
If the first man that did the edict infringe. 
Had answer'd for his deed : now, 'tis awake ; 
Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils, 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv'd, 
And 80 in progress to be hatch'd and bom,) 
' Are now to have no successive degrees, 
But, where they livCj to end. 
Isab. Yet show some pity. 

Ang, I show it most of all, when I show justice 
For then I pity those I do not know, 
Which a dismiss'd offence would after gall ; 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong. 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied ; 
Your brother dies to-morrow ; be Cfintent. 

Isab. So you must be the first that gives this sentence; 
And he, tliat suffers : O, it is excellent 
To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 
. Could grreat men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet* 
For every pelting, petty officer 
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Wovld iweluB heaven fertkonder: wAsog^KAi 

Merciful beaven ! 

TbcHi rather, with thy iharp and i 

Bptit^it the onwed^eat^ and gaarled oak, 

linii the aoH nrfSe *^— B«t maa, pniod nm ! 

Drect in a l^tle brief aothority ; 

Mtiift ignoimnt of what he's oioct aeevr'd, 

Hia glassy emenoe^ — Hke an angrr «se 

Flays such fkntaatie tricks before high heaves. 

As make the ai^geb weep ; who, wSi our i 

Woukl ail themaelves U^^rh aiorlaL 

We cannot weigh oar brother .with oorself : 

Great men may jeat with saiota : *tia wit in 1 

Bat, in the leaa, fool proCuiation. 

That in the captain'a bat a chokfk word. 

Which in the aoldier is flat blasphemy. 

An^. Why do yoo pot these aayings upon me ? 

/m. Because aothority, though it err ike otheta, 
Ilath yet a kind of meihcine in itself, 
That skins the Tice o' the top : Go to yoor boeom ; 
Knock there ; and ask yoor heart, what it doth kooiw 
That's like my brother's faalt : if it confess 
A natural guimoess, soch as is his. 
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother's lite. 

Ang. [AHdeJ] She speaks, and 'tis 
Such sense, that my sense breeds with it. ^Fare yon weO. 

I$ah» Gentle my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I will bethink me : — Come again tonmorrow. 

ImS. Hark, how I'll bribe you : OZoA my lord, torn back. 

Aug, How ! bribe me ? 

Imjk A^, with such gifts, that beaven shal] share with yon. 
Not with fond shekels of the tested gold, 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich, or poor, 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
That shall be up at heaven, and enter there, 
Ere sunrise : prayers from preserved souls. 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well : come to me 

To-morrow. 

Isab. Heaven keep your honor safe ! 
At what hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordshi ? ? 

Ang, At any time 'fore noon. 

Isah, Sa>{e your honor \ [ExeuML 
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ACT III. 

baMla risita Angrlo, at the time appointed, aad reaewi Imt suit. The apparaally 
■lam dispeater of Jutioe, make* dishoaorable proposals to her, as the price of hei 
brolher's life ; she indignantly repels him ; and hastens to the prison where Clandio ii 
••■fined, to tell him that he most prepare for death. 
- The Dnke is made aeqnaiated with Okndio's sitnation, aad visits him in hii dhgai sa 
Ma Friar. 

SCENE.— A Room in the Prison. 

Enter Duke, Claudio, anrf Provost. 

Dtike. So, then yon hope of pardon from lord Angelo 1 

Claud, The miserable nave no other medicine; 
But only hope : 
I have hope to live, and am prepar'd to die. 

Duke, oe absolute for death ; either death, or life. 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life^— 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art, 
(Servile to all the skiey influences,) 
That dost this habitation, where thou keep'st, 
Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death's fool ; 
For him thou labor'st bv thy flight to shun, 
And yet run*st toward him still : Thou art not noble, 
For ail the acconunodations that thou bear*st, 
Are nurs'd by baseness : Thou art by no means valiant 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm : Thy best of rest is sleep, 
And tnat thoa oft provok'st ; yetgrossly fear'st 
Thy death, which is no more. T^ou art not thyself; 
For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust : nappy thou art not : 
For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forget'st : Thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion shifts to Strang eflfects. 
After Uie moon : If thou art rich, Uiou art poor; 
For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows, 
Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey, 
And death unloads thee : 
Thou hast nor youth, nor age ; 
But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep. 
Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied elo; and when thou art okl, and rich, 
Thou hast neiliier heat, aflfection, limb, nor beauty. 
To make thy riches pleasant What's yet in this. 
That bears the name of life f Yet in this life 
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Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear, 
T)iat makes these odds all even. 

Claud. I hnmbly thank yon 

To sue to live, I find, I seek to die ; 
And, seeking death, find life : Let it come on. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isab, What, ho ! Peace here ; grace and good company ! 

Prov. Who's there ? come in : the wish deserves a welcome. 

Duke, Dear sir, ere long Pll visit yon again. 

Claud. Most holy sir, I thank you. 

Isab. My business is a word or two with Clandio. 

Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here's your sister. 

Dvke. Provost, a word with you. 

Prov. As many as you please. 
. Dvke. Bring them to speak, where I may be conceal'a. 
Yet hear them. [Exeunl Duke and Provoflt 

Claud. Now sister, what's the comfort'? 

Isab. Why, as all comforts are ; most good indeed. 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven. 
Intends you for his swift embassador, 
Where you shall be an everlasting lieger ; 
Therefore your best appointment make with speed ; 
To-morrow you set on. 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

Isab. None, but such remedy, as, to save a head. 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Isab. Yes, brother, you may live ; 
There is a devilish mercy in the judge, 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance ? 

Isab. Ay, just perpetual durance ; a restraint, 
Though all the world's vastidity you had. 
To a determin'd scope. 

Claud. But in what nature ? 

Isab. In such a one as (you consenting to't) 
Would bark your honor from that trunk you beaf 
And leave y6u naked. 

Claud. Let me know the point 

Isab. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake. 
Lest thou a feverish life should'st entertain, 
And six or seven winters more respect 
ThaE a perpetual honor. Dar'st tnou die ? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 
And the poor beetle that we treaa upon. 
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great, 
As when a giant dies. 
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Clavd. Why give you me tins shame t 

Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 
I will encounter darkness as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. 

Isab, There spake my brother ; there my father's grave 
Bid utter forth^a voice ! Yes, thou must die : 
Thou art too noble to conser\^e a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy^-^ 
Whose settled visage and deUberate word 
Nips youth i' the head, and follies doth enmew, 
As falcon doth the fowl, — ^is yet a devil. 

Clavd. The princely Angelo ? 
O heavens ! it cannot be. 

Isab, O, were it but my life, 
I'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pm. 

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabella. 

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 

Claud. O Isabel ! 

Isab. What says my brother ? 

Claud. Death is a fearful thiqf. 

Isab. And shamed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot ; 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ; 
To be imprison'd in the viewless winds, 
And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! — 'tis too horrible ! 
The weariest and most loathed worldly life, 
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 

Isab. Alas! alas! 

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother's life, 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far, 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Isab. O, faithless coward ! O, dishonest wretell 
Take my defiance : 

Die ; perish ! might but my "bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 
I'll pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 
No word to save thee. 
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Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel. 
Isab, O, fye, fye, fye ! 

Tis best that thou diest quickly. ^ [Qcing, 

Thm l>alw •▼•rbMri the oonvemtioii between Clavdis and hi* sitter, uid toadwd 
with the Tirti* m4 dlgmHy of lMtbel*s ohanctar, he pI«M a mode by which Cludio 
May ewape ife« piMity of the Law, aad Aafoto ihall neoaive a weB ■eiited |wiihMf 
ibr hii abM* af p^wti. 



KING JOHN. 



Kiag John, is the ixxn of that series of Dramas, wiitten by oar Poet to illostxato some 
cf the most important events in English Iiistory. The old ohroniolers famished him 
with abundant material for his labors ; bat in this Play he has taken a chronicle 
historical Drama, entitled " The Troablesome Raigne of John, King of England/ 
and by his incomparable powers of transmutation, he has presented xu with a vivid 
lifo-stirring picture of the eventful reign of this, one of the weakest monarohs that over 
•wayed the sceptre of En^^and. 

The ohiaf interest in this Drama, is centred in the events connected with theliftdv 
Constance and her son Arthur ; we have therefore confined our sdections to the scenes in 
wUoh their monmful history is portrayed. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

KiVB John. 

Prince Henrt, his son ; afterwards King Henry III. 

Aetbub, Duke of Bretagne, son of Geffrey, late Duke o/Bre- 

tagne, the elder brother of Ring John. 
William Mareshall, Earl of Pembroke. 
Geffrey Fitz- Peter, Earl of Essex, chief justiciary of England. 
William Longsword, Earl of Salisbury. 
Robert Bigot, Earl of Norfolk. 
Hubert de Burgh, chamberlain to the King. 
Robert Faulconbridge, son of Sir Robert Faiileonbridge. 
Philip Faitlconbridoe, his half-brother, illegitimate son to King 

Richard the First. 
James Gurnet, servant to Lady Faulconbridge. 
Peter, of Pomfret, a^rophet, 
Philip, King 0/ France. 
Lewis, the Dauphin. 
Archduke of Austria. 
Cardinal Pandulph, the Tope*s legau. 
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MBLim, a French lord, 

Chatillon, ambauador from France to King John. 

EuNOE, tho widow of King Henry II.« and mother of King John. 

CoNST4iccB, mother to Arthur. 

Blancm, dmughter to Alphonso, King of Castile, and niece to 

IQng John. 
Lady Fauloonbeidob. 
Lorde, Ladies, CUixene of Angiers, Sherif, Heralds, Officers^ 

Soldiere, Messengers, and other Attendants, 
SCENE. — Sometimes in England, and sometim s in Fsakcb. 



ACT III. 



r witncts at the, period whtfn King Jokn myades Fimnoo wilk a 
aaaeioM amy, to diastiM Philip for Mpotuing the oanse of Priaee Arthar, the rightful 
hdr to the EnglUi throne. 

The oooteadiif armiet of Englaad and France, meeH, hefmo the ei^ of Angieia ; and 
after a battk, in which each party dainu the victory, a peaoe if declared bettreen the 
Boveieigat, to he cemented by the marriage of the French King's son, to Blanch, the 
■ieoe of John. Philip farther engages to break his league with the Ladj Constanee, and 
her son. The indignatioa and grief of the widowed mother, is beaatif aOy depicted in the 
Wowiagt 



SCENE ^Akgibrs. The French King's Teia. 

Enter Constakcb, Aethur, and Salisbthiy. 

Const. Grone to be married ! gone to swear a peace ! 
False blood to false blood join'd ! Gone to be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch 7 and Blanch those provinces f 
It is not so ; thou hast DU8-(sp<^e, iQisheaid ; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again : 
It cannot be ; thou dost but sav, 'tis so : 
I trust, I may not trust thee ; mr thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 
I have a king's oath to the contniry. 
Thou shalt he punish'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am sick, and capable of fears ; 
Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fesn « 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 
A woman, naturally bom to fears ; 
And though thou now confess, thou didstfbut jeilp 
with my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce, 
Rut they will quake and tremble all this day. 
vvhat dost thou mean by shaking of thy head f 
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Why dost thou look so sadly on my son 7 
What means that hand upon that breast of thine ! 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ? 
*I1ieD speak again ; not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

SaU As true, as, I believe, you think them false, 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Const, O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter so. 
As doth the fury of two desperate men. 
Which, in the very meetine, fall, and die. — 
Lewis marry Blanch ! O, boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me ?-^ 
Fellow, begone ! I cannot brook thy sight ; 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done. 
But spoke the harm that is by others done ? 

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is, 
As it makes harmful all that speiik of it 

Arth. I do beseech you, madam, be content 

Const. If thou, that bid'st me be content, w«re giiay 
Full of unpleasing blots, and sightless stains, 
Lame, foolish, crook'd, swart, prodisions, 
Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-<^iiding ma^a» 
I would not care, I then would be content ; 
For then I should not love thee ; no, nor tho« 
Become thy great birt^, nor deserve a crown. 
But thou art Mr ; and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee ^reat : 
Of nature's gifts thou may'st with lilies Ixiast, 
And with the half-blown rose : but fortune, O ! 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee ; 
She adulterates houriy wUh thine uncle John ; 
And with her golden band hath pluck'd on France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty. 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone. 
And leave these woes alcme, wmch I alone, 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, madam, 

I may not go without yon to the kings. 

Const. Thou may'st, thou shalt, I will not go with theet * 

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud : 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout 
To me, and to the state of my great grief. 
Let kings assemble, for my grief's so great. 



888 SBAi&SsPICARIAN READER. 

That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrow sit ; 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[She throws herself on the groumi 

Enter Knro John, Kino Phujf, Lewis, Blanch, ELiNC»t, Faul- 
CONBRIDGE. AUSTRIA, and Attendants. 

JL PhL Tis tme, fiur daughter ; and this blessed day, 
Ever in France shall be kept festival : 
To solemnize this day, the glorious sun 
Stays in hfs course, and plays the alchemist ; 
Turning, with splendor of his precious eye, 
The meam cloddy earth to glittering gold : 
The yeai^ course, that brings this day about, 
Shall never see it but a holyday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holyday !^ [Rt9t9^. 

What hath this day deserv'd 7 what hath it done : 
That it in golden letters should be set, 
Among the high tides, in the calendar ? 
Nay, neither, turn this day out of the week ; 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end ; 
Yet, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K. PhL By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawn'd to you my majesty t 

Ckmst, You have beguiPd me with a counterfeit 
Resembling majesty ; which, being touch'd, and tried. 
Proves valueless : You are forsworn, forsworn ; 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood. 
But now in arms, you strengthen it with yours : 
The ffrapplin^ vigor and rough frown of war, 
Is cold in amity and painted peace. 
And our oppression bath made up this league : — 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjured kings ! 
A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset, 
Set armed discord 'twixt these perjur'd kings ! 
Hear me, O, hear me ! 

Aust, Lady Constance, peace. 

Const. War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me a war. 
O liymoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil : Thou slave, thou wretch, thou C/OMravd $ 
Thou little valiant, great in villany I 
Thou ever stronff upon the stronger side ! 
Thou fortune's diampion, that dost never fight 
Bttt when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! Thou cold-blooded slave, 
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Hast tnoa not spoke like thunder on my side ? 
Been sworn my soldier ? bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, ana thy strength ? 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame, 
And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs. 

AusL O, that a man should speak those words to me ! 

FatU, And hang a calTs-skin on those recreant limbs. 

AusL Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy life. 

FauL And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs. • 

K. John. We like not this ; thou dost forget thyself. 

Enter Puvdulfh. 

K, Phi, Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 

Pand, Hajl, you anointed deputies of heaven ! 
To thee, king John, my holy errand is. 
I, Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal. 
And from pope Innocent the legate here, 
Do, in his name, religiously demand, 
Why thou aeainst the church, our hdy mother, 
80 wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce, 
Keep Stephen Liangton, chosen archbishop 
Of Cantijrbury, from that holy see ? 
This, in our 'foresaid holy father's name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

A. John, What earthly name to interrogatories. 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king ? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of Englai d, 
Add thus much more, — That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dommions ; 
But as we under heaven are supreme head, 
So, under him, that great supremacy. 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold. 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart. 
To him, and his usurp'd authority. 

K. Phi, Brother of England, you blaspheme in this. 

K, John, Though you, and all the kings of Christendooi 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest. 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out ; 
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust. 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself; 
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led. 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue rJierish ; 
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Yet I, aloni), alone do me oppose 

Against the pope, and count hia friends ray foes. 

Pond. Then by ttie lawful power tbi^ I hav«, 
Thou shalt stand curs'd, and excommunicate : 
And blessed shall be be, that doth revolt 
From Us allegiance to an heretic ; 
And meritorious shall that hand be eall'd, 
Canoniz'd, and worshiped as a saint, 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Canst, O, lawful let it be, 

That I Imve room with Rome to curse awhile I 
Rood father cardinal, cry thou, amen. 
To my keen curses : for, without my wrong, 
There is no tongue hath power to curse Imn rigfatr 

Pond, Therrs law and warrant, lady, for my catae; 

Const. And for mine too ; when law can do bo ii|^ 
Let it be lawful, that law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot mve my ckM his kingdom here ; 
For he, that holds his kingdom, hdds the law : 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong. 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse 7 

Pond, Philip of France, cm peiil of a curse, 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 
^nd raise the power of France upon his head, 
Jnless he do submit himself to Rome. 

Eli. Look'st thou pale, France ? do not let go thy 

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

K. John, Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal ? 

Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 

K, PhL Good reverend father, make my peisoa yoin% 
And tell me, how you would bestow yoors^. 
I'his royal hand and mine are newly knit : 
And shall these hands, so lately purg'd of bloody 
So newly joined in love, so strong in both, 
Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet 7 
Plav fast and loose with faith 7 ao jest with heaven* 
Make such unconstant children of Qurselves, 
As now acain to snatch our palm from palm ; 
Unswear fakh sworn ; and on the marnage bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host, 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity 7 O holy sir. 
My reverend father, let it not be so : 
Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order ; and then we shall be Uesa'd 
To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

Pand. All form is formless, order or^rlesa* 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
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Therefore, to anns, be champion of our church ! 

Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 

A mother's curse, on her revolting son. 

France, thou may'st hold a serpent by the tongue, 

A cased lion by the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold. 

JT. Phi, I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 

Pand. So makest thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, set'st oath to oath. 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first he to heaven perform'd 5 
That is, to be the champion of our church ! 
But, if not, then know. 
The peril of our curses light on thee ; 
So heavy, as thou shah not shake them off, 
But, in despair, die under their black weight. 

Aust. Rebelhon, flat rebellion ! 

Faul Will 't not be ? 

Will not a calf 's-skin stop that mouth of tiiine ? 

Lew. Father, to arms ! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding day f 

Against the blood that thou hast married 7 

husband, hear me ! — even for that name. 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms '< 
Against mine uncie. 

ConsL O, upon my knee, 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee. 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Fore-thought by heaven. 

Blanch, Now shall I see thy love ; What motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ? 

Const. That which upholdeth him that Uiee upholds, 
His honor : O, thine honor, Lewis, thine honor ! 

Lew. I muse, your majesty doth seem so cold. 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 

Pand. I will denounce a curse upon his head. 

K. Phi. Thou shalt not need : En^and, I'll fall from thee. 

Canst. O fair return of banish'd majesty ! 

Eli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within this hour. 

Blanch. The sun's o'ercast with blood : Fair day, adieu? 
Wliich is the side that I must go withal ? 

1 am with both : each army hath a hand ; 
And, in their rage, I having hold of both. 
They whirl asunder, and c&member me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'st win ; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou may'st Iosa 
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Father, I may not wish the fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive. 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 
Assured loss, before the match be play'd 

Lew. Lady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanch, There where my fortune lives, there my life dies. 

if. John, Cousin, go draw our puissance together. — 

[Exit FauLi 
France, I am bum'd up with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage, whose heat hath this condition, 
I'hat nothing can allay, nothing but blood. 
The blood, and dearest valu'd blood, of France. . 

K. Phi, Thy race shall bum thee up, and thou shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K, John, No more than he tnat threats. — ^To arms let's hie ! 

[Exeunt, 

A bmttle ensoM beiwees the Fnaoh aad English fora«, sad Arthor b taken priiOB*! 
by King Jobn. 

SCENE. — Plains near Anglers. 

Alarums ; Excursions ; Retreat, Enter Knio John, Elikor, Ar- 
thur, Faitlcoiibridob, Hubert, and Lords. 

K, John, So shall it be ; your grace shall stay behind, 



[ToElikob, 
[To 



5o strongly guarded. — Cousin, look not sad : [To Arthur, 

Thy gnmdam loves thee ; and thy uncle wiU 
^As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Arth, O, this will make my mother die with grief. 

K, John, Cousin, — \to Faulconbridge.] — away for England 
haste before : 
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprisoned angels 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hun^ how be fed upon : 
Use our commission in its utmost force. 

Favl. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back, 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your highness : — Grandam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy,) 
For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand. 

Eli, Farewell, my gentle cousin. 

K, John, Coz, farewell. [Exit FaulconbridgBi 

Eli, Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 

[She takes Arthur aside, 

K. John, Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul, counts thee her crp-ditor, 
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And with advantage means to pay thy love : 

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath % 

Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 

But I will fit it with some better time. 

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham'd 

-To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Hvh, I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K, John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yot: 
But thou shalt have : and creep time ne'er so slow* 
Yet it shall come, for me to io thee good. 
I had a thing to say,— But let it go : 
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds. 
To give me audience : — If the midnight bell 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night ; 
If this same were a church-yard where we stand, 
And thou possessed with a &ousand wrongs ; 
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 
Had bak'd thy bl(X)d, and made it heavy, thick ; 
(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 
A passion hateful to my purposes ;) 
Or if that thou could'st see me without eyes. 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone. 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words; 
Then, in despite of brooded, watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 
But ah, I will not : — Yet I love thee well ; 
And, by my troth, I think, thou lov'st me well. 

Hub, So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act. 
By heaven, I'd do't. 

K, John. . Do not I know, thou would'st 2 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, tlirow thine eye 
On yon young boy ; FJI tell thee what, my friend, 
He is a very serpent in my way : 
And, wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lies before me : Dost thou understand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Huh, And I will keep him so, 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K, John, Death. 

Huh. My lord? 

K. John. A grains. 
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JhA. He shall not live. 

JT. John. Enongk. 

I eoukl be merry now : Habert, I love thee. 
Wf 1]« m not say what I intend for thee : 

Remember. Madam, fue you well : 

ril send those powers o'er to your migesfy. 

FUL My blessing go with Uiee ! 

JT. Johfi For England, cousin, go : 

Habert sludl be your man, attend oo you 
With all true duty.— On toward Calais^ ho ! ^ExeMM 

SCENE.— 7^ French King*s TaiL 
Enter Kmo Pmup, Lewis, Pahbulfh, emd Attendants. 

JT. PhL So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scatter'J and disjoin'd from fellowship. 

ParuL Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go welL 

K. PkL What can go well, when we have ma so HI? 
Are we not beaten 7 Is not Angiere lost ? 
Arthur ta'en prisooer ? divers d^ friends shun : 
And bloody England into England gone, 
Overbearing interruption, spite of Fhince ? 

Lew. What he Imth won, that hath he fortified : 
So hot a speed with such advice disposed. 
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 
Doth want example : Who hath read, or heard, 
Of any kindred acticm like to this 7 

K. Phu Well could I bear that England had this poia^ 
So we could find some pattern of our shame. 

Enter Constahce. 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul ; 
Holding the eternal sjHrit, against her wiU, 
In the vile prison of afilicted breath :— 
I prVythee, lady, go away with me. 

Omst. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace! 

K Phi. Patience, cood lady ! comfort, gentle Constance I 

Const. No, I defy fdl counsel, all redress. 
But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death : — O amiable, lovely death ! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night. 
Thou hate and terror to jnosperity. 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 
Come, grin on me ; and I will think thou smil'st, 
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love, 
O, come to me ! 

^^PAi O fair affliction, peace. 

€kmst. No, no, will not, having breath to cry :— 



\ 
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O, that my tongrue were in the thnnder's moudi I 
Then with a passion would I shake the worid ; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy, 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 
Which scorns a modem mvocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not st-rrow; 

Const, Thou art not holy to belie me so; 
I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ; 
My name is Constance ; I was Grefirey's wife , 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 
I am not mad ; — ^l would to heaven I were ! 
For then, 'tis like I should forget myself: 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget ! — 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 
And thou sbalt be canoniz'd, cardinal ; 
For, being not mad, but sensible of grief. 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver'd of these woes. 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 
If I were mad, I should forget my son ; 
I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses : 
Sticking together in CAlamity. 

Const. T^ England, if you will. 

K. Phi. Bind up your hairs. 

. Const. Yes, that I will ; And wherefore will I do St I 
I tore them from thdr bonds ; and cried aloud, 

that these hands could so redeem my son. 
As they have given these hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty. 

And will again commit them to their bond», 

Because my poor child is a prisoner. , . 

And, father cardinal, I have heard yon say 

That we shall see and know our friends in neaven ' 

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For, since the birth of Cain, the first male child, 

To him that did but yesterday suspire. 

There was not such a gracious creature bom 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he wfil look as hollow as a ghost ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 

And so he'll die ; and, risin? so again, 

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 

1 shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of griof • 
Const, He talks to me, that never had a son. 
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K. Phu You are is fond of grief, as (^your child. 

Const, Grief fills the room up of my absent child. 
Lies in liis bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Pots on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stufll^ out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief. 
Fare vou well : had you such a loss as I, 

I could give better comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this form upcm my head, 

[Tsaririfr off her head4re$s 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 
O loiti I my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 
My widow-comfnt, and my sorrows' cure I [Extt 

K. PkL I fear some outrage, aod Til fdlow her, [Eask, 



ACT IV. 

Arthur b conveyed to Gafland, where he k jmpriMoed ia Korthttipton Gastie 
Hvbert it appointed hii lieeper, with inttmoUon* ffon KiB|; Joha to find soma mamu 
leeretly, to deprive the young Prince of hii life. 

SCENE I.—- Northamptom A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Hitbei^t, and Two Attendants. 

Hub, Heat me these irons hot;. and, look thou stand 
Within the arras : when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth : 
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me, 
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watdu 

1st Attend, I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 

Hub, Uncleanly flomples ! Fear not you : Look to't 

[Exeunt Attendants 
Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with yon. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arth. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth, As little prince (having so great a title 
Po be more prince) as may be. You are sad. 

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Arth, MeiKy on me I 

Methinks, nobody should he sad but I : 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as nisht. 
Only for wantonness. By my christenttom, 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep. 
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I should be as merry as the day is kmg ; 

And so I would be here, but that I donbt 

My uncle practises more harm to me : 

He is afraid of rae, and I of him : 

Is it mv fault that I was Geffrey's son ? 

No, indeed, is't not ; And, I would to heaven, 

I were your son, so you wouM love me, Hubert 

Hub, If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which Hes dead : 
Therefore I will be sudden and dispatch. [Aside. 

Arih, Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to-day : 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick ; 
That I might sit all night, and watch with you : 
I warrant, I love you more than you do me. 

Huh, His words do take possession of my bosom. — Read here, 
young Arthur. — [Showing a fxiper.] — ^How now, foolish iheum ! 

[Aside* 
Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 
I must be brief; lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears.— 
Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Artk Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect : 
Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes ? 

Hvi, Young boy, I must. 

Arth. And will you i 

Hub. And I wiU. 

Arth. Have you the heart ? When your head did but ache, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The best I had, a princess wrought it for me,) 
And I did never ask it you again : 
And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time ; 
Sajrinff, What lack you ? and. Where lies your grief 9 
Or, what good love may I perform for you ? 
Many a poor man's son would have lain siill. 
And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you ; 
But you at your sick service had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love. 
And call it cunning ; Do, an if you will : 
If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill. 
Why, then you must. — Will you put out mine eyes ? 
These eves, that never did, nor never shall, 
So much as frown on you ? 

Hidf, I have sworn to do it ; 

And with hot irons must I bum them out 

Arth, Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it ! 
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot, 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears. 
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And quench his fiery indignation, 
Even in the matter of mine innocence : 
Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer'd iron t 
An if an angel should have come to me. 
And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ'd no tongue, but Hubert's. 
Hub. Come forth. [I^amft 

lU-enier Attendants, vnik cords^ ironSy <f«^ 

Do as I bid you do. 

Arth, O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes are out» 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hub, Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 

Arth, Alas, what need you be so bdsterous-rough 7 
I will not strngffle, I will stand stone-stiU. 
For heaven's rake, Hubert, let me not be bound ! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive these men away, 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 
1 will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angerly : 
Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub. Go, stand within ; let me alone with him. 

1st Attend, I am best pleas'd to be from such a deed. 

[Exeunt Attendanti^ 

Arth, Alas ! I then have chid away my friend ; 
He hath a stem look, but a gentle heart : — 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub, Come, boy, prepare yourself. 

Arth, Is there no remedy ? 

Hub, None, but to lose your eyes 

Arth, O heaven ! — ^that there were but a mote in yours, 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'ring hair. 
Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 
Then, feeUng what small things are boist'rous there, 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hub, Is this your promise ? go to, hold your tongue. 

Arth, Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert ! 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue. 
So I may keep mine eyes ; O, spare mine eyes ; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you ! 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cola. 
And would not harm me. 

^^*- I can heat it, boy. 
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Arth, No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with grief, 
Being <^reate for comfort, to be us'd 
In undeserv'd extremes : See else yourself; 
Inhere is no malice in this burning coal ; 
l^he breath of heaven hath blown his spirit oat, 
And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 
Arth. And if yoa do, you will bot make it blttth, 
.And ^low with shame of your proceedings, Hub^; 
Way, It, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes ; 
And, like a dog that is compell'd to tight, 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 
All things, that you should use to do me wrong. 
Deny their office : only you do lack 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron extends. 
Creatures of note, for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hub. Well, see to live, I will not touch thine eyo8| 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes : 
Yet T am sworn, and I did purpose, boy. 
With this same very iron to bam them out. 

Arth. O, now you look like Hubert! 
You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu. 

Your uncle must not know but vou are dead : 
m fill these doffsed spies with false reports. 
And, pretty chiM, sleep doubtless, and secure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 
Arth. O heaven ! — ^I thank you, Hnbeit. 

Hub. Silence ; no more : Go closely in with me; 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Sxeunl. 

King John b crown«d the Memtd tbiM, in jMipe* to giv« mmmnma^ bf thfe d«ablt 
•oronation, of hit title to the Engliib erowo. The Noble* Mmi. Peoplt mm dbelftoted, 
and Philip breaks the leainw* and prepaiee to biymde Bafhtad. Joba, alttmed at bit 
pouUon, lepenU of hia condnct towaids jotng Aithar» and aoo a ee* hie eooiiaiit, liabait, 
with tempting him to accede to the nyoiden 

SCENE n.— A Room cf State in the Paihee. 

Pnter Kino Johk, crowned ; Pembboke, Sausbuby, and other Lord&^ 
The Kino takes his State. 

K, John. Here once again we sit, once again orown'd, 
And look'd upon, I hope, with dieerfnl eyes. -, 

Pern. This once again, but that your fciffhnesB plets^ 
Was once superfluous : you were erown'd before, 
And that high royalty was ne'w pluck'd off; 
The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt ; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land. 
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With any longed-for change, or better statfl. 

Sal. Therefore, to be possess'd with double pomp^ 
-To guard a title that was rich before, 
To flild refined gold, to point the lily^ 
To Uirow a perrame on the violet, 
To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish. 
Is wasteful, and ridiculous excess. 

Pern* But that your royal pleasure must be done 
This act is as an ancient tale new toM ; 
And, in the last repeating, troublesome, 
Being urged at a tune unseasonable. 

SaL In this, the antique and well-noted fbce 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 
Ana, like a shifted wind unto a sail, 
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about; 
Startles and frights consideration ; 
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected, 
For putting on so new a feishion'd robe. 
. Pern, When workmen strive to do better than woC, 
They do confound their skill in covetousness : 
And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault. 
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 
As patches, set upon a Uttle breach, 
Discredit more in hiding of the faxdt, . 
Than did the fault before it was so patch'd. 

Sal. To this efiect, before you were new-crown'd. 
We breath'd our counsel : but it pleas'd your highneas 
To overbear it ; and we are all well pleas'd ; 
Since all and every part of what we would, 
Doth make a stand at what yonr highness will. 

K.John, Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess'd you with, and think them strong ; 
And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear^ 
I shall indue you with : Meantime, but ask 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well ; 
And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pern. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of theso 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts,) 
Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all, 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies,) heartily request 
The enfranchisement of Arthur : whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent. 
To break into tljis dangerous argument, — 
If, what in rest you have, in right you hold. 
Why then your fears, (which, as they say, attend 
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rHe steps of wrong,) shouid move you to mew up 
gg| iToiiT tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
llVitJi barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
riie rich advantage of good exercise ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit, 
THat you have bid us ask his liberty ; 
'W^hich for our goods we do no further ask, 
That whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal, he have his liberty. 

K.John, Let it be so ; I do commit this youth 

Enier Hubert. 

To your direction. — Hubert, what news with you ? 
Pern. This is the man should do the bloody deed. 
Xle showM his warrant to a friend of mine : 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
lives in his eye ; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast ; 
And I do fearfully believe, 'tis done. 
What we so fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sal, The color of the king doth come and go> 
Between his purpose and his conscience. 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set : 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pern. And, when it breaks, I fear, will issue thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

K, John. We cannot hold mortality's strong hand :— 
Great lords, although my will to give is livinff. 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead : 
He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night. 

Sal, Indeed, we fear'd his sickness was past cure. 
Pern, Indeed, we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 
This must be answer'd, either here, or hence. 

K, John, Why do you bend such solemn brows on me 9 
Think you, I bear the shears of destiny 7 
Have I commandment on the pulse of life 7 

Sal, It is apparent foul-play ; and 'tis shame, 
That greatness should so grossly offer it : 
So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell. 

Pern, Stay yet, lord Salisbury ; I'll go with thee, 
And find the inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood, which ow'd the breadth of all this isle. 
Three foot of it doth hold : Bad world the while ! 
This must not be thus borne : this will bre^ out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubt. [Exeunt Lorda 

K, John, They bum in indignation ; I repent ; 
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There is do rare foundation eet on blood ; 
No certain life achiev*d by others' death. 

Enter a Messengei. 

A fearftil eye thou hast ; Wliere is that blood, 

That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks? 

80 foal a sky cleara not without a storm : 

Poar down tny weather : — ^How goes all in France 7 

Mess. From France to England.— Never sach a power 
For any foreign preparation, 
Was levied in the body of a land ! 
The copy of yoar speed is letffned by them ; 
For, when yon should be toM they do prepare. 
The tkiings come, that they are all aniy'd. 

K, John, O, where hath our intelligenee been dmuk f 
Where luUh it slept ! Where is my mother's care t 
Hiat sach an army coold be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it? 

Mess. My liege, her ear 

Is stopp'd with dust ; die first of April, died ' 
Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my k)rd, 
The lady Constance in a jfrenzy died 
Three days before : but this from rumor's tongue 
I idly heurd ; If true, or false, I know not 

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My discontented peers i^^nry mother dead ? 

Hub. My lord, they say, wre moons were seen to-nig^; 
Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wondrous motion. 

K. John. Five moons ? 

Hub, Old men, and beldams, in the streets. 

Do prophesy upon it dangeroudy ; 
Young Arthurs death is common in dieir moutfis : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads. 
And whisoer (me another in the ear ; 
And he, tnat speaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrist; 
Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action, 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with loHiiig eyes. 
I saw a snucn stand with his hammer, thus. 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil' cool. 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news ; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 
Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,) 
Told of a many thousand warlike French, 
Vhat were embattailled and rankM in Kent : 
Another lean unwash'd artificer 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
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K. John, Why seek'st thou to possess me wHli thesd foan ? 
Why urgest thou so oft yoang Arthnr's death ? 
Thy hand hath murder'd him : I bad mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 

Hub, Had none, my lord ! why, did you npt provoke me 7 
K, John. It is the curse of kings, to be attended 
By slaves, that take their humors for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life : 
And, on the winking of auth(»i^, 
To understand a law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humor than advis'd respect. 

Hub, Here is your hand and seoi foff what I did. 
K, John, O, when the last account 'twixt heaven and earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnatbn ! 
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds, 
Makes deeds iU done ! Hadst not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and ogn'd to do a deed of shame. 
This murder had not come into my mind : 
But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, liable, to be employed in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death ; 

And thou, to be endeared to a king, 

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hob. My lord, 

K, John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made a pause 

When I spake darkly what I purposed ; 

Or turned an eye of doubt upon my face. 

And bki me tell my tale in express words : 

Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, 

And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me : 

But thou didst understand me by my signs, 

And didst in signs again parley with sin ; 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent, 

And consequently, thy rude hand to act 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name.— 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me ; -and my state is brav'd, 

Even at my gates, with ranl^ of foreign powers : 

Nay, in the tody of this fleshly land, 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hostility and civic tumult reigns 

Between my conscience, and my cousin's death. 
Hub. Arm you against your other enemies, 

m make a peace betwixt your soul and you. 

Young Arthur is alive : This hand of mine, 
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h yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with tlie crimson spots of blood 

Within this bosom never enter'd yet 

The dreadful notion of a murd'rous thought, 

And you have slanderM nature in my form : 

Which howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 

Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John, Doth Arthur live ? O, haste thee to the peew, 
Throw this report on their incensed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience ! 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art. 
O, answer not ; but to my closet bring 
The angry lords, with all expedient haste : 
T c6njure thee but slowly ; run more fast. [Exeunt 

SCENE m,—The same. Before the Castle. 

Enter Arthur on the vxdls. 

Arth, The wall is high ; and yet will I leap down : — 
Good OTOund, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! — 
There^ few, or none, do know me ; if they did, 
This ship-boy's semblance hath disguis'd me quite, 
I am afraid ; and yet I'll venture it 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
I'll find a thousand shifts to get away : 

As good to die, and go, as die, and stay. [Leaps down* 

O me ! my uncle's spirit is in these stones : — 
Heaven take my soui, and England keep my bones ! [DieB, 

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury and BiGcr. 

Sal Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmund's Bury : 
It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle ofifer of the perilous time. 

Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? 

Sal The count Melun, a noble lord of France ; 
Whose private with me, of the dauphin's love, 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 

Sal. Or rather then set forward : for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet. 

Enter Faulconbridgb. 

Favl. Once more to-day well met, distemper'd lords ! 
The king by me, requests your presence straight. 
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Sal. The king hath dispossessed himself of us ; 
We will not line his thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honors, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where'er it walks : 
Return, and tell nim so ; we know the worst 

FaiU. Whate'er you think, good words, I think, were best. 

Sal Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 

Fatd, But there is little reason in your grief; 
Therefore, 'twere reason, you had manners now. 

Pern, Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 

FavJ, 'TIS true ; to hurt his master, no man else. 

S<U. This is the prison : What is he lies here 7 



{Seeing Artiiob* 



Pern, O death, made proud with pure and princely beauty ! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done, * 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge. 

Big. Or, when he doom'd this l^auty to a grave. 
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? Have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard 7 or could you think. 
Or do you almost think, although you see. 
That you do see 7 could thought, without this object, 
Form such another 7 this is the very top. 
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest, 
Of murder's arms : this is the bloodiest shame. 
The wildest savag'ry, the vilest stroke. 
That ever wall-eye'd Wrath, or staring rage, 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 

Pern. All murders past do stand excus'd in this : 
And this so sole, and so unmatchable. 
Shall give a holiness, a purity. 
To the yet-unbeffotten sm of times ; 
And prove a dea3ly bloodshled but a jest, 
£Ixampled by this heinous spectacle. 

FatU. It is a cursed and a bloody work ; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand. 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand 7— 
We had a kind of light, what would ensue : 
It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand : 
The practice, and the purpose, of the king >• 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul. 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life, 
And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow, 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world. 
Never to be infected with delight. 
Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 
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TOl I have set a glory to this hand, 
jrivinff it the worship of revenge. 
rem. Big. Oar souls religiously confinn thy wonU^ 

Etiier Hubert. 

Huh Lords, I ara hot with haste in seeking you 
Artnar doth live ; the kinff hath sent for you. 

Sal. O, he is bold, and blushes not at death : — 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hub. I am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law ? [Drawinf( his merit 

Foul, Your sword is bi^t, sir ; put it up again. 

Hub. Stand back, brd &iiisbury, stand back, I say ; 
By heaven, I think, my sword's as diarp as yours : 
I would not have you, lord, forget vourself. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Lest I, by marking of your rage, for^ 
Your worth, your ereatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill! dar'st thou brave a nobleman ? 

Hub. Not ibr my life ; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a murderer. 

Hub. Do not prove me so ; 

Yet, I am none : Whose tongue soe'er speaks false. 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies*. 

Pern. Cut him to pieces. 

Foul. . Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 

Faul. Thou wert belter ^1 the devil, Salisbury : 
If thou but frovim on me, or stir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
I'll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned ^Faulconbridge t 
Second a villain and a murderer 7 

Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Big. Who kill'd this pnnce 7 

Hub. 'Tis not an hour since I left him weu : 
I honor'd him, I lov'd him ; and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life's loss. 

Sal. IVust not those cunning waters of his eyo8| 
For villany is not without such rheum ; 
And he long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. 
Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savors of a slaughter-house ; 
For I am stilled with the smell of sin. 

Big. Away, toward Bury, to the dauphin there ! 

Pern. There, tell the king, he may inquire us out. 

^ Exeunt Loa:^ 
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FatU, Here's a good world ! — ^Knew you of this fair work f 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Hub, Do but hear me, sir. 

Fatd. Ha ! I'll tell thee what ; 
Thou art stained as black — ^nay, nothing is so black 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Hub, Upon my soul, 

Fatd, If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair, 
And, if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted. 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on ; or would'st thou drown thyself 
Put but a little water in a spoon. 
And it shall be as all the ocean. 

Enough to stifle suph a villain up. 

I do suspect thee very grievously. 
Hub, I left hun well. 

FavJ, Go, bear him in thine anus.— 

I am amaz'd, methinks ; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. — 
How easy dost thou take aH England up I 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty. 
The life, the right, and truth of all this reahn 
Is fled to heaven : and England now is left 
To tug and scramble, and to part bv the teeth 
The unowed interest of proud-swelling state. 
Now, for the bare-pick'd bone of majesty, 
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest. 
And snarleth in the gentle eves of peaoe : 
Now powers from home, and discontents at home^ 
Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits 
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen be^st) 
The eminent decay of wrested pomp. 
Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempest. — ^Bear away that child. 
And follow me with speed ; I'll to the king : 
A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 
And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. [Exeunt 

ACT V. 

SCENE I.— TAe same. A Ro&m in ike Palace. 
Enter King John, Pandulph vnth the crown, and Attendants. 
K John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. 
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Pond, Take again [Giving Joax the nrmm. 

From tluB my hand, as holding of the pope, 
Yoor sovereisn gmtness and anthority. 

JT. Jchn. Now keep your holy word : go meet the French ; 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches, 'fore we are inflam'd. 
Our discontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience ; 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul. 
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemper'd humor 
Rests by you only to be qualified. 
Then pause not ; for the present time's so sick, 
That present medicine must be minister'd, 
Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pond, It was my breath that blew this tempest np» 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pc^ ; 
But, smce you are a gentle convertite. 
My ton^rae shall hush again this storm of war, 
And miuce fair weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well, 
Upon your oath of service to the pope, . 
Go I to make the French lay down their arms. \EmL 

K, John, Is this Ascension-day 7 Did not the prq^t 
Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon. 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : 
I did suppose, it should be on constraint ; 
But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter Faulconbeidge. 

Favl, All Kent hath vieMed ; nothin? there holds out» 
But Dover castle : London hath receiv'd, 
like a kind host, the dauphin and Ms powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K, John, Would not my lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

Faul. They found him dead, and cast into the streets; 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some vile hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 

K, John. That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

FaiiL So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought ; 
Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust, 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be stirring as the time ; be lire with fire : 
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Threaten the threat'ner, and outface the brow 

Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes, 

That borrow their behaviors from the great, 

Grow great by your example, and put on 

The dauntless spirit of resolutioi.. 

Away ; and glister like the god of war. 

When he intendeth to become the field : 

Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 

What, shall they seek the lion in his den, 

And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ? 

O, let it not be said ! — ^Forage, and run 

To meet displeasure further from the doors ; 

And grapple with him, ere he comes so nigh. 

K. John. The legate of the pope hath ^n with mO) 
And I have made a nappy peace with him ; 
And he hath promis'd to dismiss the powers 
Led by the dauphin. 

Fatd, O inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 
Send fair-play orders, and make compromise, 
Insinuation, parley, and base truce. 
To arms invasive ? shall a beardless boy, 
A silken wanton brave our fields. 
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil, 
Mockinff the air with colors idly spread. 
And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms : 
Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace ; 
Or if he do, let it at least be said. 
They saw we had a purpose of defence. 

K. John. Have thou the ordering of this present time. 

Favl. Awa/ then, with good courage ; yet, I know, 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [ExeunL 

The Danphin, aided by the disafTeoted Nobles of Enfland, glrei battle to Joha « 
Bt. Edmnnd'i Baiy ; the King's troops are lepnlsed, and John k oonToyed to Swinstead 
Abbey, sick of a fever. 

SCENE. — An open Place in the neighborhood </Swin8tead-Abbey. 
Enier Fatjlconbridge and Hubert, meeting. 

Hub. Who's there ? speak, ho ! speak quickly, or I shoot u 

Favl. A fiiend.— What art thou ? 

Hvb. Of the part of Engla^id. 

Favl. Whither dost thou go ? 
Hvb. What's that to thee ? Why may I not demand 
Of thine afiairs, as well as thou of mine ? 
Favl. Hubert, I think. 

Hvb. Thou hast a perfect thought : 

19 
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win, upon all hazards, wdl believe 
Thou art my friend, that know'st my tongue so well* 
Who art then? 

FauL Who thou wiit : an if thou please, 

Thou may'st befriend me so much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyeless night» 
Have done me shame : — ^Brave soldier, pardon me, 
That anv accent, breaking from thy tongue. 
Should scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

FauL Come, come ; sans oompUment, what news abiVMui ? 

Hub, Why, here walk I, in the black brow of ni^it, 
To find you ouu 

Fend. Brief, then ; and what's the newst 

Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night. 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

Faid. Show me the very wound of this ill news ; 
I am no woman, I'll not swoon at it. 

Hub. The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk : 
I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time. 
Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Faul. How did he take it ? who did taste to him t 

Hub. A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain. 
The king yet speaks, and peradventure may recover. 

Faul. who didst thou leave to tend his majesty ? 

Hub. Why, know you not 7 the lords are all come back. 
And brought prince Henry in their company ; 
At whose request the king hath paidon'd tliem, 
And they are all about his majesty. 

Faul. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven. 
And tempt us not to bear above our power !— 
ril tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide. 
These JUncoln washes have devoured them ; 
Myself, weU-mounted, hardly have escap'd. 
Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 
I doulH, he will be dead, or ere I come. [ExeuM, 

SCENE.— 7^ OrcJ^rrf of Swinstead-Abbey. 
Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

P. Hen. It is too late ; the life of all his blood 
is t/>uch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-house,) 
uoth, by the idle comments that it makes. 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 
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Enter Pbmbrokb. 



Petn, Hi8 highness yet doth speak ; and holds belief^ 
That, being brought into the open air, 
It would auay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

P. Hen, Let him be brought into the orchard here. — 
Doth he still rage ? [Exit Bigot. 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than when you left him ; even now he sung. 

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness ! fierce extremes, 
In their continuance, will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts, 
Leaves them insensible ; and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he goads and wounds 
With many legions of strange fantasies ; 
Which, in their throng and press to that last hold, 
Confound themselves. 'Tis strange, that death should sing. 
I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan. 
Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death ; 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest 

8aL Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are bom 
To set a form upon that indigest. 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Re-enter Bigot and Attendants, who bring in King Johh, in 
a chair. 

K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-room ; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom. 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust : 
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

P. Hen. How fares your majesty ? 

K. John. PoisonM, — ^ill fare ; — dead, forsook, cast off; 
And none of you wiU bid the winter come, 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom^ rivers take their course 
Throuffh my burnM bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold : — ^I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait, 
And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my teare. 
That might relieve you ! 

K. John. The salt in them is hot. — 

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
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Is, as a fiend, confinM to tynnoize 
On nnreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter Faulcohbridgb. 

FauL O, I am scalded with my violent motion, 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 

K, John, O coasin, thou art come to set mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart is crack'd and bum'd ; 
And all the shroads, wherewith my life should sail. 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor string to stay it >y, 
Which holds but till thy news be utter'd ; 
And then all this thou seest is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royahy. 

Fau2, The dauphin is preparing hitherward ; 
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him : 
For, in a night, the best part of my power, 
As I upon Mvantage did remove. 
Were m the washes, all unwarily 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. [The Kmo iIk& 

Sal, You breathe these dead news in as dead an ear. 
My liege ! my lord ! — But now a king, — ^now thus. 

P. Ekn, Even so must I run on, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay. 
When this was now a king, and now is clay ! 

FauL Art thou gone so ? I do but stay behind. 
To do the office for thee of revenge ; 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven. 

As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 

Now, now, you stars, that move in your right spheres, 

Where be your powers 7 Show now your mended faiths ; 

And instantly return with me again. 

To push destruction, and perpetual shame, - 

Out of the weak door of our fainting land : 

Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought ; 

The dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal. It seems, you know not then so much as we : 
The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest, 
Who half an hour since came from the dauphin ; 
And brings from him such offers of our peace 
As we with honor and respect may take. 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Faul, He will the rather do it, when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many carriages he hath despatch'd 
To the seaside, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal. 
With whom youreelf, myself, and other lords. 
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If yon think meet, this afternoon will post 
To cdnsummate this business happily. 

Favl, Let it be so : — And vou, my noble prince, 
With other princes that may best be spar'd, 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 

P. Heih. At Worcester must his body be interr'd ; 
For so he wilPd it. 

Favl, Thither shall it then. 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ! 
To whom, with all submission, on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

Sal, And the like tender of our love we make, 
To rest without a spot, for evermore. 

P. Hen. I have a kind soul, that would give you thanks, 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

FauL O, let us pay the time but needful woe. 
Since it hath been beforehand vdth our ffriefe. — 
This England never did, (nor never shaU,) 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, . 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again. 
Come the three comers of the world in arms. 
And we shall shock them : Nought sh&U make as me, 
If England to itself do rest but true. [^Muat 
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TIm dinmielM of HoIIng>h«<l «nd Su>w«, appear to liave bem tin *•««« *•« 
vhioli 8hakil|Mara draw tfaa materials for constmotiiiip hli teriea of Bn^Ui Hirtoiiea. 
Play*, adding, however, charaeten and incidents from his own teeming imagination, and 
Mjlmwiiin the real perMwages he introdnces, with aB the Tivid tonohes oi Us ezcelfiag 
•kiU. 

In the ilmtand second parti of Henry TV, appeals diat manrd of Us cseative geniw, 
Fabtair,~wbok aptly made the leader of the diaeolate set of prafligateswhiflh snnondsd 
the yonng Prince, afterwards Henry V. An isolated extraot eonid not do jnatieo to this 
iniwitahle eraation ; we have, therefore, preferred to eonfine onr seleotions to the historiftal 
incidents of the Play. " The transactions contained la it are oomprised within tiw period 
of aboot ten months. The action eommonces with the mws brengfat of Holspwr having 
defeated the Scots nnder Aidribald eeri of Dooglas, at Holmedon (or Ualidowa-hiHX 
which battle was iMgfat on Holyioodday (the i4th of Soplembeff), 1403; and it okess 
with tho defeat and death of Hotspur at Shrewsbwy ; which engafeaent heppi^si m 
Bataiday tho 81st of Jnly (the oto of Saint Mary Magdalm), in the year 1403." 
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Sir Richard Vernon. 
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Lady Pebct, wife to Hotspur, and nttei to Mortimer. 

Lady Mortimer, daughter to Glendowe t, and wife to Mortimet 

Mrs. Quickly, hooteae of a tavern in Eastcheap. 

Zttndo, Officers, Sheriff, Vintner, Chamberlain t Drawers, Two Carriers, 
Travellers, and Attendants. 

SCENEr— Enolamb 



ACT I. 

Kiaff Heary wadi for Hobpar, to give a^ avMant of Ui ooadoot at the Battle si 
Bolmedon. 

SCENE.^London, a ILtom tn ihe Palace. 

Enter King Henbt, Northumbeblarb, Worcester, Hotsfub, ^ 
Walter Bluht, and others. 

K. Hen. lAj blood hath beea too eoM and temperate, 
Unapt to stir at these indignities, 
And yoQ have found me ; for, accordingly, 
You tread upon mv patience ; Imt, be sure, 
I will from nenceK)ith rather be myself, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition ; 
Which hath been smooOi as oil, 8(^ as young down, 
And therefore lost that title of respect. 
Which the proud soul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 

War. Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 
And that same greatness too which our own hands 
Have help to make so portly. 

North. My lord, — 

K. Hen. Worcester, get thee gone, for I see danger 
And disobedience in thine eye : O, sir, 
four presence is too bold and peremptcny, 
And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a servant brow. 
Yon have good leave to leave us ; when we need 
Your use uid counsel, we shall send for you. — 

[EoBvt Worcester. 
You were about to speak. \To Norta 

North. Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness' name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took. 
Were, as he says, not with such strength denied. 
As is deliver'd to your majesty : 
Either envy, therefore, or misprision 
b guilty of this fault, and not my son. 

MoL My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 
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But, I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil. 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword. 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd, 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reaped, 
Show'd like a stubble-land at harvest-home ; 
He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
And 'twizt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncetpboz, which ever and anon 

He gave his nose, and took't away again ; 

Who, therewith angry, when it next came there, 

Took it in snuff: — and still he smil'd and talk'd; 

And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He call'd them — untaught knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring a slovenly, unhandsome corse 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 

He questioned me ; among the rest, demanded 

My prisoners, in your majesty's behalf. 

I then, all smarting with my wounds being cold, 

To be so pester'd with a popinjay. 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Answer'd neglectingly, I know not what ; 

He should, or he should not ; — ^for he made me mad. 

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman. 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds, (Grod save the mark 1) 

And telling me, the sovereign'st thing on earth 

Was parmaceti, for an inwutl bruise ; 

And that it was mat pity, so it was. 

That villanous s^tpetre should be digg'd 

Out of the bowels of the harmless euth. 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd 

So cowardlv ; and, but for these vile guns, 

He would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 

I answer'd indirectly, as I said ; 

And, I beseech you, let not his report 

Come current for an accusation. 

Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

BlunU The circumstance consider'd, good my lord. 
Whatever Harry Percy then had said. 
To such a person, and in such a place. 
At such a time, with all the rest re-told, 
May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now^ 

K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners; 
But with proviso, and exception, 
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That we, at our own cbarse, shail ransoin etmig^ 
His brother-in-law, the fomish Mortimer ; 
Who, on my bouI, hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against the ffreat magician, curs'd Glendower ; 
Whose daughter, as we hear, the earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our cofiers then 
Be emptied, to redeem a traitor home ? 
Shall we buy treason ? and indent with fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited themselres ? 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 
For I shall never hold that man my friend, 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom nome revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ! 
He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 
But by the chance of war ;•— To prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds, 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took. 
When on the gentle Severn's sedgy hunk, 
In single opposition, hand to hand. 
He dia confound the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drinks 
Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood ; 
Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds. 
And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank 
Blood-stained witn these valiant combatants. 
Never did bare and rotten policy 
Color her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could Uie noble Mortimer 
Receive so many, and all willingly : 
Then let him not be slander'd with revolt. 

K. Hen, Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost ly^Jie hiin» 
He never did encounter with Glendower ; 
I tell thee, 

He durst as well have met the devil alone, 
As "Owen Glendower for an enemy. 
Art not asham'd ? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer ; 
Send me your prisoners with the speediest means, 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you. — My lord Northumberland, 
We license your departure with your son . — 
Send us your prisoners, or you'll hear of it. 

{Exeunt King Henry, Blunt, and Traku 

Hot, And if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not send them : — ^I will after straight, 
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And tell him so ; Ibr I wiU ene my heait, 
Altbouffh it be with hazard of my bead. 

Norn, What, drunk with choler ? stay, and pause mwbile; 
Here comes your uncle. 

Re-enier Woecestek. 

HoL Speak of Mortimer ? 

^nnds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him : 
Yea, on his part, I'll empty all these veins, 
And shed my blood drop by drop i* the dust, 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As hifrh i' the air as this unthankful kki^. 
As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke. 

North, Brother, the king hath made yomr nephew mad. 

[To WoBWgm 

Wot. Who struck tins heat an, after I was gone % 

Hot. He will, ienooth, have all my prisoners ; 
And when I urg'd the ransom (Mice asain 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale; 
And on my face he tum'd an eye oi death, 
Tremblinff even at the name of Mortimer. 

War. I cannot blame him : Was be not proelaim'41. 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood? 

North, He was ; I heard the proclamation : 
And then it was, when the unhappy king 
(Whose wrongs in us God pardon !) did set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 

BVom whence he, intercepted, dki return # 

To be depos'd, and, shorOy, murdered. 

Wor. And for whose death, we in the wotM's wide moutb 
live scandaliz'd, and foully spoken o£ 

Hot, But, soft, I pray you ; Did king Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North, He did ; m3rself did hear it 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king^ 
That wish'd him on the barren mountains starv'd 
But shall it be, that you, — ^that set the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man ; 
And, for his sake, wear the detested blot 
Of murd'rous subornation, — shall it be. 
That you a world of curses undergo ; 
Being the agents, or base second means, 
The cords, Sie ladder, or the hangman rather ?- 
O, pardon me, that I descend so low, 
To show the line, and the predicament, 
Wherein you range under this subtle king. — 
Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these days, 
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Or fin np chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your nobility and power, 
Did 'gage them both in an nnjust bebilf,— 
As b^ of you, God pardon it ! have done, — 
To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 
Ana plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke T 
And shall it, in more shame, be further spoken^ 
Th«t you are fool'd, discarded, and shook off 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent 9 
No ; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banish'd honors, and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again : 
Revenge the jeering, and disdain'd contempt. 
Of this proud king ; who studies, day and night, 
To answer all the debt he owes to you. 
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths. 
Therefore, I say, 

Wor. Peace, cousin, say no move: 

And now I will unclasp a secret book. 
And to vour quick-conceiving discontents 
ni reaa yon matter deep and dangerous ; 
As full of peril, and adventurous spirit. 
As to o'er-walk a current, roaring loud, 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

HoL If he fall in, good night ^~or nnk or swim^ 
Send danger from the east unto the west. 
So honor cross it from the north to south. 
And let them grapple ;— O ! the blood more stirs, 
To rouse a lion than to start a hare. 

North, Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap^ 
To pluck bright honcnr from the pale-fac'd moon ; 
Or dive into me bottom of the deep. 
Where fathom-line could never touch the ground. 
And pluck up d*'owned honor by the locks ; 
So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without corrival, all her dirties : 
But out upon this half-fac'clfellowship ! 

Wor, He apprehends a world of figures here. 
But not the form of .what he should attend.-— 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot, I cry you mercy. 

Wor, Those same noble Scots, 
That are your prisoners, 

Hot. I'll keep them all; 

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them : 
I'll keep them, by this hand 

Wor, You start ftway. 
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And lend no etr onto my porpoaes.— 
Those prisooeTB yoa shaU keep. 

Hoi, Nay, 1 will; that's flit:— 

He said, he would not ransom Mortimer ; 
Forbade ray tongue to speak of Mortimer 
Bat I will find mm when he lies asleep, 
And in his ear rU hoUa — ^Mortimeri 
Nay, 

rU have a starling shaD be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him. 
To keep his anger still in motion. 

War. Hear yon, 

Consin ; a word. 

UoL All studies here I solemnfy defy. 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbn^e ; 
And that same sword^nd-buckler prince of Wa.ai, 
But that I think his father loves him not. 
And would be ^ad he met with some mischance, 
I'd have him poison'd with a pot of ale. 

War, Farewell, kinsman 1 I will talk to you. 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 

North, Why, what a wasp-etuuF and impati^it fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman s mood ; 
Tying thine iHir to no tongue but thine own ? 

Hot, Why. kx>k you, I am whipped and scourg'd with rod% 
Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 
In Richard's time, — ^What do you caU the place ?— 
A plague upon't ! — it is in Gloucestershire ;— 
Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept ; 
His uncle York ; — where I first bow'd my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke, 
When you and he came back from Kavenspnig. 

North. At Berkley castle. 

Hot, You say true : 

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 

This fawning greyhound then did profier me ! 

Look, — when his iirfant fortune came to agt^ 

And, gerUle Harry Percyy — and, kind coustn,-^ 

O, the devil take such cozeners ! — ^Heaven forgive ua I — 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for [ have done. 

Wor, Nay, if you have not, to't again ; 
We'll stay your leisure. 

Hot. I have done, i'faith. 

Wor, Then once more to your Scottish prisoners. 
Deliver them up without their ransom straight, 
And make the Douglas' son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland ; which, — for divers reasons^ 
Which I shall send you written, — be assur'd, 
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Will easily be grniited. — You, my lord,— [To NoRTHUMBERULin) 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ'd,— 
Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well belov'd. 
The archbishop. 

Hoi. OfYortis'tnot? 

Wor, True ; who bears hard 
His brother's death at Bristol, the lord Scroop 
I speak not this in estimation, 
As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted and set down ; 
And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. * 

Hot. I smell it ; upon my life, it will do well. 

North. Before the game's afoot, thou still let'st slip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noblc^ plot :— 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York, — 
To join with Mortimer, ha ? 

Wor. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim d. 

Wor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed, 
To save our heads by raising of a head : 
For, bear ourselves as even as we can. 
The king will always think him in our debt ; 
And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And see already how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 

Hot. He does, he does ; we'll be reveng'd on him. 

Wor. Cousin, farewell ; — No further go in this 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 
When time is ripe, (which will be suddenly,) 
I'll steal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer ; 
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 
(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet. 
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms, 
Which now we hold with much uncertainty. 

North. Farewell, good brother, we shall thrive, I trust. 

Hot. Uncle, adieu : — O, let the hours be short, 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport. [ExeurU. 

Hotspur and his confederates meet m consultation, fwqMntoiy ta tbo battle of 
Shrewsbury. 

ACT HI. 
SCENE I. — Bangor. A Room in the Archdeacon's House, 
Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and Glbhdoweb. 
Mori. These promises are fair, the parties sure, 
And our induction full of prosperous hope. 
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HeL Lord Mortimery— and cousin Glendower^-^ 
Will you sit down ?— 
And, uncle Worcester :— A plague upont ! 
I have forgot the map. 

Qlend, No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur: 
For by that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale, and, with 
A rising sigh, he wisheth you in heaven. 

Hot, And you in hell, as often as he hean 
Owen Glendower spoke of. 

Qlend. I cannot blame him : at my nativity. 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 
Of burning cressets ; and, at my birth. 
The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak'd like a oowurd. . 

Hot, Why, so it would have dcuie 

At the same season, if your mother's cat had 
But kitten'd, though yourself had ne'er been bom. 

Qlend. I say, t& earth did shake when I was bom. 

HoL And I say, the earth was not of my mind. 
If you suppose, as fearing you it shook. 

ulend. The heavens were all on fire, the earth did tremUfl* 

Hot, O then the earth shook to see die heavens on fire. 
And not in fear of your nativity. 
Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruptions. 

Which uiake old beldame earth, and topple down 
Steeples, and moss-mwn towers. At your birth. 
Our grandam earth, naving diis distemperature, 
In passion shook. 

Qlend, Cousin, of many men 

[ do not bear these crossings. Grive me leave 
To tell you once again, — that at my birth. 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes ; 
The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 
These sinis have mark'd me extraorainary ; 
And all the courses of my life do show, 
I am not in the rtXi of common men. 
Where is he living, — clippM in with the sea 
That chides the banks of England, Scotland, Wales,-— > 
Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me ? 
And bring him out, that is but woman's son. 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 
And'hold me pace in deep experiments. 

Hot. I think there is no man speaks better Welsh.— 

GUnd. I can speak English, lord, as well as you: 
* or I was train'd up in the English court : 
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Where, being but young, I framed to tbe harp 
Many an English ditty, lovely well, 
And gave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 
A virtue that was never seen in you. 

Hot, Marry, and I'm glad oft with all my heart: 
I had rather be a kitf 'in and cry — mew, 
Than one of these same metre baUadnnongers : 
I had rather hear a brazen canstick tum'd, 
Or a dry wheel grate on an axle-47ee ; 
And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothing so much as mincing poetry ; 
Tis like the forc'd gait of a shufBing nag. 

Mart, Peace, cousin Percjr ; you will make him mad. 

Glend. I can call sphits from the vasty deep. 

Hot. Why, so can I ; or so can any man : 
But will they come, when you do call for them ? 

Glend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to command 
The de'^. 

Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the devU, 
By telling truth ; Tell truth, and ^me the devil.^* 
If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither. 
And I'll be sworn, I have power to smime him hence. 
O, while you live, tell trutl^ and shame the deWl.— 

Mort. Come, come, 
No more of this unprofitable chat. 

Glend. Three times hath Hennr Bolingbroke made head 
Against my power : thrice from me banl^ of Wyne, 
And sandy-bottom'd Severn, have I sent him 
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back. 

Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weaAer too ! 
How 'scapes he agues ? 

The followin; scene it admirably deioriptive of the oliaiacten af Heaiy IV. and Jh 
yoang Prince of Walei. 

SCENE n.— London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henby, Pbincs of Wales, and Lords. 
K. Hen. Lords, give us leave ; the Prince of Wales and I 
Must have some conference : But be near at .kmd, 
For we shall presently have need of you. — [Ex. Lordft 

I know not whether God will have it so. 
For some displeasing service I have done, 
That, in his secret doom, out of my Uood 
Hell breed revengement and a scourge for me ; 
But thou dost, in thy passages of life. 
Make me believe, — ^that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven, 
To punish my mis-treadings. Tell me else, 
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Coald snch inoTdinate, and low desires. 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean attempta. 

Such Darren pleasures, rude society, 

As thou art match'd withal, and ffiifted to, 

Accompany the greatness of thy blood. 

And hold their level with thy princely heart ? 

P. Heru So please your majesty, I would, I couM 
Quit all <^nces with as clear excuse. 
As well as, I am doubtless, I can purge 
Myself of many I am charg'd withal : 
Yet such extenuation let me beg. 
As, in reproof of many tales devis'd, — 
Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear, — 
By smiling pick-thanlu and base newsmongers, 
I may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath fiiulty wander'd and irregular. 
Find pardon on my true submission. 

K. Hen. Heaven pardon thee !-.yet let me wwider, Hany» 
At thy aflfections, winch do hold a wing 
Quite from the ^ht of all thy ancestors. 
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost. 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied ; 
And art alim>st an aBen to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood ; 
The hope and expectation of thy tune 
Is ruin*d ; and the soul of every man 
Prophetically does forethink thy fall. 
Haa I so lavish of my presence been, 
So common-hackney d in the eyes of men, 
So stale and cheap to vulgar company ; 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown. 
Had still kept loyal to possession ; 

And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, I could not stir, 

But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at : 

That men would tell their children, This is he; 

Others would say, — Where 1 which is BolingbrakBl 

And then I stole all courtesy from heaven. 

And dress'd myself in such humility, 

That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, 

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, 

Even in the presence of the crowned king. 

Thus did I keep my person fresh, and new ; 

My presence, like a robe pontifical, 

Ne'er seen, but wonder'd at : and so my state, 

Seldom, but sumptuous, showed like a feast ; 

And won, by rareness, such solemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
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With shallow jesters, and rash havin wits, 

Soon kindled, and soon bum'd : carded his state ; 

Mingled his royalty with capering fools ; 

Had his great name profaned with their scorns : 

And gave his countenance, against his name, 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 

Of every beardless vain comparative : 

Grew a companion to the common streets, 

EnfeoflTd himself to popularity ; 

That being daily swallow'd by men's eyes, 

They surfeited with honey ; and began 

To loathe the taste of sweetness, where6f a little 

More than a little is by much too much. 

So, when he had occasion to be seen, 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes, 

As; sick and blunted with community, * 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes : 

But rather drowz'd and hung their eyelids down. 

Slept in his face, and renderd such aspect 

As cloudy men use to their adversaries ; 

Being with his presence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 

And m that very line, Harry, stand'st thou : 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege, 

With vile participation ; not an eye 

But is a-weary of thy common sight, 

Save mine, wnich hath desir'd to see thee more ; 

Which now doth that I would not have it do. 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P, Hen, I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracious kndt 
Be more myself. 

K. Hen, For all the world. 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg ; 
And even as I was then, is Percy now. 
Now by my sceptre, and my soul to boot. 
He hatli more worthy interest to the state. 
Than thou, the chadow of succession : 
For, of no right, nor color like to right. 
He doth fiU fields with harness in the realm : 
Turns head against the lion's armed jaws ; 
And, being no more in debt to years than thoa. 
Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on, 
To bloody battles, and to bruising arms. 
What never-dyinff nonor hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ; whose high deeds. 
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Wbnse hot inevrnoiis, and great Bune in araM, 

Holds finooi all soldiers chief maior^, 

AbA mifitarT title capital, 

Throogfa an the Idngdoaw that ackiiowledge Christ? 

Thrice hath this Hotopw Mais in awtthiiig dothea^ 

Tins iiifrnt warrior in his enterprises 

D is co m fi t ed great Douglas : ta'en him once, 

Eok^d him, and made a friend of him. 

To fiO the movth of deeo defiance up, 

And shake the peace ana safety of our tfiroiie. 

And what say you to this t P^c^ Northumberland, 

The archbishop's grace of iTorfcyDoa^as, MortiBer» 

Capitalale agamet us, and are vp^ 

But w h ere ft i re do I tdl these news to tiiee t 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes. 

Which art my near'st and dearest enemy t 

Thoa that art like enoogti,-*throiigh Taissal feai^ 

Base inclination, and the start of spleen^ — 

To fight against me under Percy's pay. 

To d^ his heels, and couit'sy at his frowns. 

To show how much degenerate thou art t 

P, Hen. Do not thii£ so, you shall not find it so; 
And Heaven forgive them, tluit have so much swayM 
Yoar majesty's cood thoughts away from me ! 
I wiU redeem all this on Percy's head. 
And, in the closing of some glorious day. 
Be bold to ten yon, that I am your son ; 
When [ will wear a garment all of blood. 
And stain mv favors in a bloody mask. 
Which, wash'd away, shall scour my shame widi tL 
And that shall be the day, whene'er it lights. 
That this same elukl of nonor and renown. 
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight. 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet 
For every honor sitting on his helm. 
Would they were multitudes ; and on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come, 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my lord. 
To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 
And I will call him to so strict account. 
That he shall render every glory up, 
Yea, even the slightest worship of nis time, 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart 
This, in the name of Heaven, I promise hen^: 
The which if it be pleas'd I shall perform, 
I do beseech your migesty, may siUve 
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The long-gfrown wounds of my intemperance : 
If not, tbe end of life cancels all bands ; 
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths, 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

K, Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this >-* 
Thou shalt have charge, anfi sovereign trust, heieiiL 
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Muy •TUm iaddeati of thk Play, and mnehof tb« dialogue, wera takaa ttf Shak» 
pMie from ohionidM of HolKii|(sIied and Stowe, who were tbemadTes indebted to ** Gar 
•Mliih*t Life c€ Wchfij ** for moct of the particalan they gave of the Cardinal** hktoiy 

Shaktpearo has dejected the character of the gentle and noble-hearted Katharine d 
Arragon, with raoh felicitons skill, that the scenes in which she is introdneed ue o<ni- 
siderad among the finest efforts of the Poet's genius. 

Hie haughty Wolsey, is also a poworftilly drawn |n(^are. Onr selections are desot^ 
lo tba display of these two master-pieces of historical dramatic oompositimi. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Kiiro Henrt thb Eighth. 

Cardial Wolsbt. 

Cardinal Campeius. 

Capucius, Ambassador from the EmporoTt Charies V. 

Cranmer, Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Duke op Norfolk. 

Duke op Buckingham. 

Duke op Sufpolk. 

Earl op Surrey. 

Lord ChamberiaiiL 

Lord Chancellor. 

Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester. 

Bishop op Lincoln. 

Lord Aberoayennt. 

Lord Sands. 

Sir Henry Guilpord. 

Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. 

Sir Nicholas Vaux. 

Secretaries to Wolsey, 

Cromwell, servant to Wolsey. 

Grippith, Gentleman' Usher to Queen Katharine. 

Three other Gentlemen. 
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Doctor BiTTTS, phyncian to the King. 
Garter King at Arma, 
Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 
Brandon, and a Sergeant at Arms. 
Doorkeeper of the CounciUChamber, 
Porter, and hie man. 
Page to Gardiner. 
A Crier, 

Queen Katharine, wife to King Henry, aftenearde divorced. 
Anne Buixen, her Maid of Honor, afterwards Queen. 
An old Lady, friend to Anne Bnllen. 
Patience, woman to Queen Katharine. 

teveral Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shows; Women attending upon 
the Queen ; Spirits which appear to her ; Scribes, Ojfficers, Guards^ 
and other Attendants. 

SCENE, — chiefly in London and Westminster, once at Kimbolton. 



ACT I. 

Qaeen Katharine incurred the jealonsy and hatred of Wobey, by her oppentioB !• 
his overbearing arrogance, and the exaotiont he was oontinDally enforeinf on the pet^le. 
Shakspeare introduces the Queen, as a suitor to the King, on the snbjeot <^ Uieso 
ons of the people. 



SCENE II.— TAe CauncO-Chamber. 

Comets. Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsey, the Lords of the 
Council, Sir Thomas Lovell, Officers, and Attendants. The 
King enierSf leaning on the Cardinal's shoulder. 

K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 
Thanks you fbr this great care : I stood i* the level 
Of a full-char^ confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that chok'd it 

The Kino ttikes his State, The Lords of the Council take their several 
places. The Cardinal places himsdf under the Kma^Bfeet^ on his 
right side. 

A noise tDiihin, crying. Room for the Queen ! Enter ihe Qtteen, 
ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk : she kneels. The 
Kino rises from his State, takes her up, kisses, and places her by 
him. 

Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel ; I am a suitor. 

K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us : — Half your suit 
Never name to us ; you have half our power ; 
The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ; 
Repeat your will, and take it 



4S0 SHAKSTBABIAN SBAraR. 

Q. Kath. ThKBk joar majes^. 

That you would love yourself; and, in that love, 
Not nnconsider'd leave your honor, nor 
The dignity .of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

JC Hen, Lady mine, proceed. 

O. Kath. I am solicited, not by a few. 
And those of true condition, that your subjects 
Are in great grievance : there have been commissions 
Sent down amon^ them, which have flaw'd the heart 
Of all then* loyalties : — wherein, although. 
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Meet bitterly on you, as putter^n 
Of theM exactions, yet the king our master, 
(Whose honor heaven shield from soil !) even he escapes not 
Language unmannerly, vea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, ana almost appears 
Li loud rebellion. 

Nor, Not almost appears, 

rt doth appear : for upon these tazatkxis. 
The clotniers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger. 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar. 
And Danger serves among them. 

K, Hen. Taxation ! 

Wherein ? and what taxation ? — ^Mv lord cardinal, 
Yoa that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
.^ow you of this taxation ? 

Woi, Please you, ar, 

I know but of a sin^e part, in aught 
Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q. Kath, No, my lord, 

You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things, that are known alike ; which are not i^olesome 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exacticms 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and to bear them. 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say. 
They are devis'd by you ; or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K. Hen, Still exaction ! 

The nature of it ? In what kind, let's know. 
Is this exaction ? 

Q. Kath. I am much too venturous 



KING HENST VIII. 441 

In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'd ' 

Under your promis'd pardon. The subject's grief 

Comes through commissions, which compel from each 

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 

Without delay ; and thepretence for this 

Is nam'd, your wars in France : This makes bold movtlw. 

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 

Allegiance in them ; their curses now, 

Live where their prayers did ; and it's come to pass, 

That tractable obedience is a slave 

To each incensed will. 1 would, your highness 

Would give it quick consideration, for 

There is no primer business. 

JT. Hen, By my life, 

This is against our pleasure. 

Wol. And for me, 

I have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass'd me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 
If I am traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, — ^let me say, 
'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in uie fear 
To cope malicious censurers ; which ever. 
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new trimm'd ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 
By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst, as oft, 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our b^t act. If we shall stand still. 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, 
We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only. 

K, Hen, Things done well. 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear ; 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe, not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each 2 
A trembling contribution ! Why, we take, 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the timber; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd» 
The air will drink the sap. To every county. 
Where this is question'd, send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
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The force of this commissioii : Pray, look to't ; 
I pat it to your care. 

Wtd. A word with you. [To the Secretary 

Let there te ietters writ to every shire, 
Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd commons 
Jlanily conceive of me ; let it be nois'd, 
That, through our intercession, this revokement ^ 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. 



ACT II. 

Kimg Bmry VIIL hayinf detmniaed to ditoroe Kftthuine, obuiu a commiiihm ftoa 
Room, to try the caoMs which have indaoed him to diMoIre hi* marriafe. Tho P^)6 
■Bads Cardiaal Carapeins, who ia oon^aaotioB with Wobey are appointed to act as jodcoa 
at the aaeea** triaL 

SCENE IV.— A Haa in Black-Priars. 
Court assembled for the TriaL 

Wol. Whilst our commission from Rome is read, 
Let silence be commanded. 

K. Hen. What's the need ? 

It hath already publicly been read, 
And on all sides the authority allow'd ; 
You may then spare that time. 

Wol. Be't so :— Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into the court 

Crier. Henry king of England, come into court 

JK. Men. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come into court 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, come into court 

[The Queen makes no answer^ rises out €f her c^unr^ goes about thm 
courtf comes to the King, and kneels at hisfset ; then speaks. 

Q. Kath. Sir, I desire you, do me right and justice ; 
And to bestow your pity on me : for 
t am a most poor woman, and a stran^r, 
Born out of your dominions ; having nere 
No judge inmfierent, nor no more assurance 
Of eqiuil friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir, 
In what have I offended you ? what cause 
Hath my behavior given to your displeasure. 
That thus you should proceed to put me off, 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witness, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your wiU conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 
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Yea, subject to your countenance ; glad, or soiiy, 

As I saw it inclin'd. When was the hour, 

I ever contradicted your desire, / 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your friends 

Have I not strove to love, although I knew 

He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine 

That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 

Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 

He was from thence discharg^ ? Sir, call to mind 

That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 

Upwards of twenty years. If, in the course 

And process of this time, you can report, 

And prove it too, against mine honor aught. 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 

Against your sacred person, in God's name. 

Turn me away ; and let the foul'st contempt 

Shut door upon me, and so give me up 

To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir 

The king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince most prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatched wit and judgment : Ferdinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one 

The wisest prince, that there had reign'd by many 

A year before : It is not to be question'd 

That they had gather'd a wise council to them 

Of every realm, that did debate this business, 

Whp deem'd our marriage lawful : Wherefore I hainhtf 

Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 

Be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whose counsel 

I will implore ; if not, i' the name of God, 

Your pleasure be fulfOl'd ! 

WoL You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers ; men 
Of singular integrity and learning. 
Yea, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause ; It shall be therefore bootlesfl. 
That longer you desire tlie court ; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
Wha^ is unsettled in the kincr. 

Cam. ^ His grace 

Hath spoken well, and justly : Therefore, madam» 
It's fit this royal session do proceed ; 
And that, without delay, thei»' arguments 
Be now produced, and heard. 

Q. Katk, Lord cardinal,-— 

To you I speak. 

Wol Your pleasure, madam ? 

Q. Kath. Ost 

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
20 
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We are a qaeen, (or long have dieam'd so,) certaiii, 

The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 

rU turn to sparks of fire. 

Wol. ' Be patient yet 

Q. Katli, I will, when yoa are humble ; nay, before. 

Or Heaven will punish me. I do believe, 

Induc'd by potent circumstances, that 

Yoa are mine enemy ; and make my challenge ; 

You sliall not be my judge : for it is you 

Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me.— 

Therefore, I say again, 

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul. 

Refuse you for my judge : whom, yet once more, 

I hold my most malicious foe, and think not 

At all a friend to truth. 

Wol, I do profess. 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 

Have stood to charity, and display'd the effects 

Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 

O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me wrong) 

I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 

For you, or any : how far I have proceeded. 

Or how far further shall, is warranted 

By a commission from the consistory, 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge^me^ 

That I have blown this coal : I do deny it. 

The king is present : if it be known to him, 

That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 

And worthily, my h sehood ? yea, as much 

As you have done my truth. But if he know 

That I am free of your report, he knows, 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 

It lies, to cure me ; and the cure is, to 

Remove these thoughts from you ; the which before 

His highness shall speak in, I do beseech 

You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking, 

And to say no more. 
, Q. Kath. My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 

To oppose your cunning. You are meek, and humble-montn'd ) 

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming 

With meekness and humility : but your hear^ 

Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 

You have, by fortune, ancf his highness' favors. 

Gone slightly o'er low steps ; and now are mounted 

Where powers are your retainers : and your words. 

Domestics to you, serve your will, as't please 

Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 

Vou tender more your person's honor, than 
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Your high profession spiritual : That again 
I do refuse you for my judge ; and here, 
Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness, 
And to be judg'd by him. 

[She curtesies to the King, and offers to dq^art 

Cam. The queen is obstinate, 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be try'd by it ; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 

K. Hen. Call her a^in. 

Crier, Katharine queen of England, come into the court 

Grif. Madam, you are call'd back. 

Q* Kaih. What need you note it ? pray you, keep your way - 
When you are call'd, return. — Now the Lora help, 
They vex me past my patience ! — pray you, pass on : 
I will not tarry : no, nor ever more. 
Upon this business, my appearance make 

In any of their courts. [ExetirU Queen, Griffith, 

and her other Attendants. 

K, Hen, Go thy ways, Kate : 

That man i'the world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted, 
For speaking false in that : Thou art alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness. 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government, — 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,) 
The queen of earthly queens : — She is noble bom ; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Car ried herself towards me. 

ACT III. 

Qaeen Katharine is divoroed, and Henry marries Anne Bnllea. The fwwer of IVolsey 
•ver the King gradually declines, and the nobles of the Court plot against him. The lords 
mf Saffblli and Norfolk are particnlariy his enemies ; and learning that Wolsey has j)y 
accident given several documents to the King, containing private memorandums of hii 
intrigues, and statements of his vast wealth, they are waiting to learn the effect of thii 
disciueora. 

WoLSET and Cromwell, Suffolk and Norfolk. 

Nor. Observe, observe, he's moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the king? 

Crom. To his own hand, in his bedchamber. 

Wol Look'd he o' the inside of the paper ? 

Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them : and the first he view'd, 
He di(? it with a serious mind ; a heed 
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Was in his countenance ! You, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. Is he ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crom, I think, by this he is. 

W(»l. Leave me a while, — 
It shall be to the duchess of Alencon, 
The French king's sister : he shaft marry her. — 
Anne Bullen ! No ; I'll no Anne Bu liens for him, 
There is more in it tlian fair visage. — Bullen ! 
No, well no Bullens. — Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome. — The marchioness of Pembroke! 

Nor. He's discontented. 

8uf, May be, he hears the king 

Does* whet his anger to him. 

SuT. Sharp enough, 

Lord, for thy justice ! 

Wol, The late aueen's gentlewoman : a knight's daui^rtus^ - 
To be her mistress' mistress ! the queen'» queen ! — 
This candle bums not clear ; 'tis I must snuif it ; 
Then, out it goes.— What though I know her virtuous, 
And well deserving ? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran, and not wholesome to 
Our cause. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favor of the king, 
And is his oracle. 

Nor, He is vex'd at something. 

Huf. T woold 'twere something that would firet the string 
The master *cord of his heart I 

Enter the Kino, reading a schedule; and Loykll. 

Suf, The king, the king. 

K. Hen, What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion I and what expense by the hour 
Seems to flow firom him ! How, i' the name of thrift. 
D^ he rake this together ! — ^Now, my lords ; 
Saw you the cardinal 1 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and starts; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground. 
Then, lays his finger on his temple ; straight, 
Springs out into fast gait ; then, stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

IC. Hen. It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
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Papers of state he sent me to peruse. 
As I required ; And, wot you, what I found 
There ; on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing, — 
The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, 
Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household ; which 
1 find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Posession of a subject. 

Nor. It's Heaven's will ; 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet 
To bless your eye withal. 

K, Hen, If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth, 
And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in his musings : but, I am afraid, 
His thinkings are l^low the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[He takes kis seatt and whispers Lovell, toho goes to Wolsbt 

Wd. Heaven forgive me ! 

Ever Heaven bless your highness ! 

K. Hen. Good my lord, 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventoiy 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o'er ; you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span 
To keep your earthly audit : Sure, in tnat 
I deem you an ill husband : and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

Wol Sir, 

For holv offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
I bear i' the stale ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 
I her frail son, amongst my bre^^hren mortal. 
Must give my tendance to. 

K. Hen. You have said weU. 

Wol. And ever may your highness yoke togethoi 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well * 

With my well-saymg. 

K. Hen. Tis well said again ; 

And 'tjfc a kind of good deed, to say well : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you : 
He said, he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
Employ'd you where high profits might come homo* 
But par'd my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

WoL What should this mean 9 
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K, FletL Have I not made yon 

The prime man of the state ? I pray yon, tell me. 
If what I now pronounce, yon have found true : 
And, if you may confess it, say withal. 
If yon are bound to us, or no. What say you ? 

Wol. My sovereiffn, I confess, your royal gtacea, 
6bower*d on me daily, have been more, than could 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
B^ond all man^s endeavors :— my endeavors 
Have ever come too short of my dedres, 
Yet, fiU'd with my abilities : Mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of thie state. For jrour peat graces 
HeapM upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render hot allegiant thanks ; 
My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever shall be growmg. 
Till death, that winter, kill it 

K. Hen. Fairly answer'd ; 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated ; the honor of it 
Does pav the act of it; as i' the contrary, 
The foulness is the punishment. I presume 
That, as piy hand has open'd bounty to you. 
My heart dropp'd k)ve, my power rain'd honor mtcn 
On you, than any ; so your hand, and heart. 
Your brain, and every function of your power. 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of du^, 
As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

Wol, I do profess, 

That for your highness' good I ever labor'd 
More than mine own ; tmt am, have, and will be, 
Thouffh all the world should crack their duty tc yoii« 
And thro\^ it from their soul ; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and 
Appear hi forms more horrid ; yet my duty. 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And stand unshaken yours. 

K, Hen, 'Tis nobly spoken : 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 
For you have seen him open 't. — Read o'er this ; 

[Gftvt9^ \m ipapers. 
And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with 
What appetite you have. 

\^ExU King, frovming upon Cardinal Wolset ; iht 
Nobles throng t^ter him^ smiling, and whispering. 
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Wol. What should this mean ? 

What sudden anger's this ; how have I reapM it 7 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
LeapM from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him ; 
rlien makes him nothing. I must read this paper; 
I fear, the story of his anger. — Tis so ; 
This paper has undone me : — 'Tis the accomt 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence, 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ? 
No new device to beat this from his brains ? 
I know, 'twill stir him strongly i yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this— To the Popet 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 
I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness : 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 
I haste now to my setting. I shall fall 
like a bright exhalation in the evening. 
And no man see me more. 

Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl of Surrb?, 
and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal : who commands you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself 
To Asher-house, my lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highness. 

WoL 
Where's your commission, lords ? words cannot carry 
Authority so weighty. 

Suf, Who dare cross them. 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly t 

Wol, Till I mid more than will, or woros, to do il> 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 
I dare, and must deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 
As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin ! 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 
You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. Thai seal. 
You ask with such a violence, the king. 
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eine, and ^onr master,) with his own hand gare WB* 
le roe enjojr it, with the place and honors. 
During my life, and, to confirm his goodness. 
Tied it by letters patent : Now, who'll tak* it 7 

Star, The king that gave it 

Wol. It must be himself then. 

Sur, Thou ait a proud traitor, priest. 

Wol. Proud lord, thou liest ; 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have bomt that tongue, than said sa 

Sur, My lords. 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet. 
Farewell nobility ; let nis grace go forward, 
And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

Wol. All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one. 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion. 

Wol. How much, methinks, I could despise this i 
But that Pm bound in charity against it ! 

St/. Lord cardinal, the king's furUier pleasure i 
Because all those things, you have done of late 
By your«power legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall into the compass of a pr<cmunirei — 
That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements. 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection :— This is my charge. 

Nor. And so we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your stubborn answer 
About the giving back the great seal to us. 
The king shall £iow it, and, no doubt, shall thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 

[Exeunt aU but Wt usi 

Wd. So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man ; To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms, 
And bears his blushing honors thick upon him : 
The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost ; 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root. 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 
JUke little wanton boys that swim on bladders. 
This many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown uride 
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At length broke under me ; and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 
I feel my heart new opened : O, how »vretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' &vors ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. — 

Enter CROifWELL, anu^eedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 

Crom, I have no power to speak, sir. 

Wol What, amaz'd 

At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder, 
A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 
I am fallen indeed. 

Crom. How does your grace ? 

WoL Why weU: 

Never so truly happy, my good CromwelL 
[ know myself now ; and f feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 
A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his grace ; and from i&se shoulders. 
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, — too much honor : 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden. 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Crom, I am glad, your grace has made that right use of it 

Wol, I hope, f have : I am able now, methinksi 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,} 
To endure more miseries, and greater far. 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 

Crom, The heaviest and the worst, 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

Wol God bless him* 

Crom, The next is that Sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 

WoL That's somewhat sudden; 

But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness' &vor, and do justice 
For truth's sake, and his conscience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his course, and sleeps in blessingOi 
May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 'em I 
What more? 
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Crom. Tliat Cranmer is retarn'd with welcome, 
Install'd lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

Wol, That's news, indeed. 

Crom, Last, that the laify Anoe, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married. 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen. 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation 

Wol. There was the weight that pull*d me down. O domwdl 
The king has gone beyond me : all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost for ever. 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honors. 
Or gild again the noble tioops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell ; 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be tny lord and master : Seek the king ; 
That sun, I piay, may never set ! I have told him 
What, and how true thou art : ne will advance thee ; 
Some little memory of me will stir him, 
(I know his noble nature,} not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too : Grood Cromwell, 
Neglect him not ; make use now, and provide 
For thine own future safety. 

Crom, O ray. lord,- 

Must I then leave you ? must I needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master ? 
Bear witness, aU that have not hearts of iron. 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leavea his lord.— 
The king shall have my service ; but my prujen 
For ever, and for ever, tjhall be yours. 

WoL Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forced me 
Out of thy honest truth to fday the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cramw^; 
And, — when I am forgotten, as I riiall be ; 
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of, — say, I taught thee; 
Say, Wolsey, — that once trod the ways of glory. 
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honor,-* 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck to rise in ; 
A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd k. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 
By that sin fell the angels ; how can man them. 
The unage of his Maker, hope to win by^ 7 
Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

■^1 in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

'lence envious tongues. Be just, aiul fear not : 
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Let all the ends, thou ain'st at, be thy conntry's, 

Thy God's, and truth's ; then, if thou fell'st, O Cromwell, 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king ; 

And, — Pr'ythee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have, 

To tiie last penny ; 'tis the king's : my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 

Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal 

I serv'd my kin?, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom. Good sir, have patience. 

Wcl, So I have. Farewell 

The hopes of court ! my hopes In heaven do well. [ExeunL 

The foDowing Scene vety beaotifiilly details the last iaddeati of Wobey Uf»— aid 
•zhibits the divorced dneen, in her dosing moments, a pattern of virtnont mignatioK 

ACT IV. 
SCENE n.— Kimbolton. 

Enter Eathasine, Doumger^ sick ; led bettoeen Griffith and Pa- 
tience. 

Chrif. How does your grace ? 

Kath, O, Griffith, sick to death : 

My limbs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden : Reach a chair ; 
So, — ^now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'st me, 
That the great child of honor, cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead ? 

Chif. Yes, madam ; but, I think, your grace, 

Out of the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear tot. 

Kafh. Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he died 
If well, he stepp'd Mfore me, happily, 
For my example. 

Chif, Well, the voice ffoes, madam : 

For after the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his answer, * 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill, 
He could not sit his mule. 

Katk. Alas, poor man ! ^ 

Chrif. At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester, 
Lodff'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honorably receiv'd him ; 
To whom he gave these words, — O father abbots 
An old man broken toitk the storms of state. 
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Is come to lay his toeary hones among ye; 
CHoe him a litde earth for charity ! 
So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Porsu'd him still ; and, three nights after this, 
About the hoar of ei^ht, (which he himself 
Foretold, should be his lastO full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 
He eave his honors to the world again, 
His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Kaih, So may he rest ; his faults lie gently on hhn. 
And thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak of him. 
And yet with charity, — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by suggestion 
Ty'd all the kmgdom : simony was fair play ; 
His own opinion was his law. P the presence 
He would say untruths ; and be ever aouble. 
Both in his words and meaning : He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful ; 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But nis performance, as he is now, nouiing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy iU example. 

Chrif. Noble madam, 

Men's evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Kath. Yes, good Griffit}i: 

I were malicious else. 

Qrif. This cardinal, 

Thouffh from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion'd to much honor. From his cradle. 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one ; 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty, ana sour, to them that lovM him not ; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 
(Which was a sin,) yet, in bestowing, madam, 
He was most princely ; Ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning, that he rais'd in you, 
Ipswich, and Oxford ! one of which fell with hiin. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it ; 
The other, though unfinished, yet so famous. 
So excellent in art, and still so rising. 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happiness upon him 
For then, and not till then, he felt himself. 
And found the blessedness of being little : 
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And, to add greater honors to his age 
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 
Kath. After my death I wish no other herald, 
No other speaker of my living actions, 
To keep mine honor fram corruption. 
But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I most hated Hving, thou hast made me^ 
With thy religious trutli, and modesty, 
Now in his ashes honor : Peace be with him im- 
patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 
I have not long to ^trouble thee. — Good Griffith, 
Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I namM my knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that cdestial harmony I go to. 

Sad and solemn music, 

Chrif, She is asleep : Grood wench, let's sit down quiet, 
For fear we wake her ; — Softly, gentle Patience. 

Kath, (Wakes.) Spirits of peace, where are ye? Are ye all 
gone? 
And leave me here m wretchedness behind ye ? 

Chrif. Madam, we are here. 

KcUh. It is not you I call for : 

Saw ye none enter, since I slept? 

Grif, None, madam. 

Kalh, No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed tiw^ 
Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun ? 
They promised me eternal happiness ; 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
1 am not worthy yet to wear : I shall,- 
Assuredly. 

Chrif, I am most joyful, madam, such good dreama 
Possess your fancy. 

Kath, Bid the music leave, 

They are harsh and heavy to me. [Music t 

Pat, Do you note, 

How much her grace is alter'd on a sudden , 
How long her face is drawn ? How pale she looks, 
And of an earthly cold ? Mark you her eyes 7 . 

Chif. She is gomg ; pray, pray. 

Pat, Heaven comfort her! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, An't like your grace, — 

Kath, You are a saucy fellow. 

Ilcserve we no more reverence ? 

Grif, You axe to blame. 
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Knowing, she will not loae her wont^ greatness 
To use so rude behavior : go to, kneel. 

Mess, I humbly do entreat your highness' pardon ; 
My haste made me unmannerly : There is Etoying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 

Kalh. Admit him entrance, G^th : But this fellow 
Let me ne'er see again. [Exeunt GBiFrrrH <^ Messenger. 

Re-erUer G}iiiffith, toith Capxtous. 

You should be lord ambassador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capncins. 

Cap, Biaoam, the same, your servant. 

Kaih. O, my lord. 

The times, and titles, now are altered strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, ipray you. 
What is your pleasure with me t 

Cap. Noble lady. 

First mine own service to your grace ; the next, 
The kinj|r'8 request that I would visit you ; 
Who gneves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too lat^ ; 
'Tis like a pardon after execution : 
That gentle physic, siven in time, had cur'd me *, 
But now I am past aU comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kdh. So may he ever do ! and ever nourish. 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish'd the kingdom ! — ^Patience, is that letter, 
I uaus'd you write, yet sent away 7 

Pat No, madam. [ Gftvu^ t^ to Kathabdib. 

Katk. Sir, I most humbi> pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Most willingly, madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter :— 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her ! — 
Beseeching him, to give her virtuous brewing ; 
(She is young, and of a noble modest nature ; 
I hope, she will deserve well ;} and a Uttle 
To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'd him, 
.Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon mv wretch^ women, that so l<Mig, 
Have foUow'd both my fortunes faithfully : 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 
(And now I should not lie,) but will deserve, 
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For virtue, and true beauty of the soul, 

For honesty, und decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him Be a noble ; 

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have thom. 

The last is, for my men ; — ^they are the poorest, 

But poverty could never draw them from me ; — 

That they may have their wages duly paid them, 

And something over to remember me by ; 

If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life, 

And able means, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents : And, good my lord. 

By that you love the dearest in this world, 

As you wish Christian peace to souls departed, 

Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king 

To do me this last right 

Cap. By heaven, I will ; 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

Kath, I thank you, honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highn 



Say, his long trouble now is passing 

Out of this world : tell him, in deam I blessM him, 

For so I will. — ^Mine eyes grow dim. — Farewell, 

My lord. — Griffith, farewelL — Nay, Patience, 

You must not leave me yet. I must to bed ; 

Call in more women. — ^When I am dead, good wench. 

Let me be us'd with honor ; strew me over 

With maiden flowers, that aU the world may know 

I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me, 

Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd, yet like 

A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 

I can no more. [Exeunt^ leading B^atoashx 



THE END. 
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